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Oh there are tones from broken hearts, 
That hone but broken hearts can feel ; 

When memory to the^miftd imparts, 
What death alone can heal. 
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TO THE READER. 



In presenting to you these poems, I have had three ends 
in view ; firstly, to better somewhat my condition in life ; 
secondly, to gratify my own feelings; and thirdly, to comply 
with the wishes and urgent solicitations of acquaintances 
and friends. ' 

I am not uhaware of the many imperfections thai must 
necessarily be attached to the writings of men of my class ; 
daily dependent upon the immediate resources of my own 
labour for subsistance, with feelings delicately sensitive, and 
habits, not always under the strict control of consistency ; 
few can appreciate how deeply I have at times suffered in 
mind, while begging my brothers of the earth to give me 
leave to toil. I cannot hope fey these reiparks to court 
fkvor or aVfeft criticism, they may, however, at least tend to 
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soften ,the latter. The lines must speak for themselves ; and 
aQ enlightened, andl hope indulgent public, be the judges ; 
if they be well received, I shall indeed be gratified ; if con- 
demned, I will rest contel^t with the solace they have af- 
. forded my own heart, in its dark, dreary, and lonesomeW! 
hours. ' ' y I ' ■ ' ' ' 

'■ ■ W. F. MARVIN. 
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€)^t battle of ffiontmq. 

TO THE VEHORT Of 

GENERAL ZACHARY TAYLOB, 

AND OF 

THE BRAVE HEROES 

WHO FSLl. DURING TH£ LATE MEXICAN CAMPAIGN, 

THIS POEM 

OF TH£ BATTLE OF MONTERET| 

IS MO«T .RSSPECTPULIiT DEDICATED; 



BT THEIR BSREATED FRIEND ANP COMPANION IN ARV^f 

W. F. MARVIN. 



.yHE BATTLE OP MONTEREY. 

WITH I>t$CKIPTIONB OF THI INCAXPlfSNTS AND DIFnUUf T SCIKIS 
iROUND THOp CITY. 

In this fair land of strife, whose bright, blue skies 
Smile o'er ne'er fading fields of emerald dyes ; 
Whose clost'ring vine^and overhanging bowers, 
Shade in soft beauty eveiy season's flowers \ 
Whose blossom'd gtovea bear.odors on each breeze 
That steals in kisses throu^ the spicy trees : 
Whose mountain springs in gushing streamlets flow, 
And irrigate the fertile vales below — 
Where luscioiis fruits in rich luxuriance hide, 
Or in the glen,' or by ike mountain's side; 
And -all the sweets that southern suns bestow, , 
In gay profiision and wild beauty grow. 

Where the eaglfes wing their way. 
From the tow'ring Walnut Grove ; 

And the bubb'ling 9pring5 in play, 
Down the valley winding rove — 
2 
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In €ie simplest tent around/ 
May our Aged Chief b'efound. ; 

No pomp — or pride — around him clings, 
Or gay parade its glitter hnngs ; 
A stool, and table^ sparely spread, 
^ A blanket, and loose straw for bed ^ , 
While all around in easy cafe. 
Bespeaks the plain old soldier there : 
And yet— -there's graAdeur oh his brow, " 

And calmness in his' steady eye ; 
And through that mien so placid now, 

Beams fortH a soul would nobly die — 
If death can hurl his venom'd dart, 
Through one who lives. in every heart ; 
Whose earliest, latest strife, has known 
His Country's weal before his own ; 
And oh may he long live to prove, 
♦ Her honor, gratitude, aAd love. 
Sublimely ^eat, he statids alone, • 
^ Upon the mountain of his /ame, 
As Admiration, like a zone, 

Pays circling tribute to his name ; 
Whil^ Envy's microscopic eye 
But clears the mist-clojads from his sky. 
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Athwart his tent-^beneath hif eare. 

The *s>varthy«natiyes spread their stores ; ^ 
And marking ^hem securely tbere^ 

Bless the rude War that crowds their shores ; 
While doubling on their charge each day,- 
They battle on the soldier*s pay. . 
» Wind 'We down &e landscape's yaley/ 

Where the silver brooklet flows; 
, Where the lilies floaitrng pale, 
Kiss the bver«>han£ing rose ; 

And/thfe water-«ress6s*lay, • 

0^ the rills in gentle play; * : 

And the hazels bexrding o'^r, 

Wave their richly kernePd stoiteyj 

Where the orange blossoms fling, 

Odors on the' breeze's wing j 

And the cascade waterfall 

Leaps from out its rocky ha)l ; . ^ ^ 

Whfere the dappled fawn awakes, 

Bounding through the ferny brakes ; 

And the mimjc bird; in play, 
. Mocks the ring-dove*s jHaintive lay ; , . 

And the linnet plumes her wings, 

While her mate his carol sings ; 
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And thie gay-wingM paroquet:, . •• 
Picks the newly rip'ett^d sweet ;' 
Or macaw, of scarlet pliime, 
Scatters round the fig-tree's bloom'; \ 
Or the butterflies unfold * • 

Wings of jurple, green, arid gdld ;. 
Daisies white, and Vosy-Hpp'd, * 

. Viole^ts in the azure dippM j 
Honey bees in li^t, wing'd shower, 
Sipping sweets from every flpvrer ; 
Century plants^ of gorgeous pktoej 
Proudly waved ^p'er humbler, blbom, 
Twined with ^ory's morning flower, 
Sleeping, by th<B noontide^5 htiur. 

Here a grot and there a cell, 
Caved within a mo^s grown dell ; 
Overhung by creepipg virie, 
Jas'mii\e, or ^eet e^antih6 ; ' 
Here the.gilrgling streai^ is sped, 
O'er the shelving rocky bed ; 
Where the cisternM Waters stay 

, Ere they wind their devious way ; . 
An4 the rose-buds vainly hide-=- 
Mirror'd in the silver tide ; 
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» 

And t^e smodth white pebbles diow, 
Underneath the* crystal flow. 
Yet *t is only- here Wd there, 
That the gold-wiQg'd beams appear ; 
Oanppied-— and roubd about, 
\Voven' blossoms bar ttieiii out ; 
Singing birds, that know no fear, 
Wajrble from the Branches neaf, 
. And music this ST^eet solitude, 
In warblipgs to* their callow brood. • 
Steps adown the brookjefs iside, 
By nature gradcdf^meet the tide — • i 
Here at eve the majidens hie, 
Glancing round with cautious 'eye ;. . ' 

0off their loose attire-raii'djave » ' 
In thfe cool caressing wave ; . 
Merge their glowing limbs in play, 
Underneath the yielding way ; • 
"While the lucid w^ves aboyie, .' . 

Onlyv veil the scene in love, , 
As the sun retires ^0 hide . 
A blush, behind the mounfaia's ^ide. 
Such shades of dreamy loveliness, 
Remembrance ever wakes to bless ; 
2* 
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They smiKng on the bosom lie, * ^ 

Like a moonlit summer sky, ,.. ' , 

Or a glimpse of Eden's Bowers,' 
With Etc .beside its streajms and flowers ; 
Ah grief, that War, with blood-stain'd feet, 
Should desolate a scene so sweet. ' 
Hide, hide your headsy ye blossoms, fruits,- and flowers; 
And you, ye streamlets, s^ek more peacefi!il bowers : 
A crimson tide, from catnage wild and rude,' . 
In cruel pomp,affe.ct8 ypur .solitudi6 ; ' • 
The dread magnificence of struggling war. 
In deep-tnouth'd thunder— bellowing, shouts'afar ; 
And the rent air, from civeins wild and drear, ' 
Wakes fearful echoes on the wilder'd ear. 

Deep valley'd ^tween huge mountains high,. 
Whose broad tops kiss the deep blue sky; 
While misty, gray^wreathed fleecy cloud;s, 
Hang loosely 'round their sides, like shrouds. 
In proud, magnificent array, 
Gl^am. th& bright domes of Monterey. *. 
Far aronnd yon moiintain's base, • 

.While the' Stars sleep in the sky ; 
Worth,- in glory's eager chase, - 
Wings to raise the battle-cry. 
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McCullbugh and QillQsrpey* Jead' * v.. 

In reconnoitre, o*er the plain ; :., 
While Snfijh, and Scott, apd Longstreet,® speed 

Their brave troopa 6'erthe trajnpled slain ; 
As gallant Dan can V thunder jipr-cf^t' 
Itsi grape. like hail 'round hostile hj^sri ' 
Now ;Worth. the second fortress, gates,* ^ 

While Childs* storms wild, the Palade,nigh, • 
And Staniford^ the charge maintains, 

As Scott and Ay,ers^ fight bravely by, , 
A^d.'Yii^toa and braye Halloway,® 
Earn last^ing glory in the- fray. 
Shrivner, Merchant,- W'atnvright,^ and 

Montgomery,'*^ the Sreastwork gain ; . 
While Rowland^" and. his daring band 

The cannon's' thunder loud unchain; 
• Se^, his* bra*v^ troops* upheaving now . . . > 
The mortar, to the. steep hill's brow.. 
The Nicholls*B, Cl^rk, and McCoun,^' 
- With fame their bright swords ci;imson o'er; . 
•And BlaQchard's garland of renown^ . 

Will bloom.jnore greea till timers ho more ; ^ 
While every private in the fray, - ^ 

Shares igqu^l glory through t^e day. 
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Folds of smoke and £$Lshing flame, . 
. • Wrap, the broken Palace walls ; . 
' Deepening, widening echoes claim^ ^ . 

Voices', where the thunder falls ; . ' 
And the discomfited fokt "' ' . 

Fleeing, seek the vales below, ^^, 
. While the dead and dying lay, • . • 
.CSrory bul;warks in the way^ 
As our, flag in triumph waves, . 
A star-shroud over foemen's graves. ^. 
Now the d^B of battle speeds^ . 
. Where the brave qld Tatlor leads. 
Among the wounded 'and the dead^ 
The grape-shot hurtling round, hi^ head ; 
Dread .focus of a. mighty power,, > 
^Triumphing o'er the battle hour;, 
(, Firm* in the conflict by Jiis side, 
Bliss,^^ bravely. stemming danger's tide,* 
Shields -his loved chief where death is found, 
Or bears his high commands around. 
Mingling mid §pears, and flash and cry, 
And bayonets gleam, and agony., 

Now forts. on fprtsl)efore them lay,. 
Like dark, (i^fith struggles in their way ;s 
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As on, the troops of' Baltimore, . 
In rashness madly .TushVbefore ; ■ " 
• And meeting foes on every, side^' " . . 
Yield 'inid the ddep'ning g6tj tide. 
See the gallant Quitman^* lead 
.His well trainM wgirriors o'er the plain ; . 
'' . The fated fpiirth his ranks precede — 
^n immortality to gain ; 
While Juan's^ watersf red with gore, , 
Aixd choked with 3lain, spread o'er the shore. 
Braving still the grilling fire 

Of grape-shot, swept at e\erf breath ; 
Their danger only feeds their ire, 
'. And leads them on thie front of death ; 
' Enveloped wide in smoke and flame. 
They fighting gain a deathless name. 
The brav6 WtcCLimG,^* with seeming wings, r 

Amid the thunder*^ madd'ning roar, 
Across the ditch like lightning springs. 

The ramparts escalading o'er — . 
While Mississippi, Tennessee/ 
Wade on thrdngh blood to victory. 
. Hark to the yell of triumph rise 

Above the cqnnon'j? deafeining cry,' 
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As o'er the plain the foeman flies - 
. In wild confusion, on to die ; 
Or makes one feeble effort more, 
Then gives his desperation o'er. * 
Npw from Palace roof and lowers 
, J^arapet a«d barricade, 
Death, bjroad'wing'd in ghastly power^ 

Claims the victims War has made; 
While quivering. Ifanbs are lopp'd in strife, 
And wearied eyelids close on life. 
See tiia Second Infantry^ < : • 

And the Third, the tempest brave ; ' 
They, while blood is pouring free, . ^ 

Rush for glory cff a grave ^ 
And scaling up the esplanade, 
Mock the red slaughter Death has made. 
Now Ohio cleaves her way, ' 

With gallant Watson^^ by her side ; 
He sought the darkest, deepest fray. 

And bravely fighting, nobly died 4 
His last words, " Ofi, my %rave, brave boys!'' 
While vengeance sTiouts as Watson dies. 
Street and alley, square .and lane, 
' Ringing with the shout of woe ; - 
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• * . • • 

Teete with groans vand beaps of slain, - 

Dam the crimson current's flow ; •. 
And (Ay^whto much loved Barbour died, \ • 
Deep anguish- stay 'd the battlers tide* * * 
Williams, Terret, MbrriS) Wood, ^ : 

Field, and Ir^iii,^^ sink to die ; 
Their Veil- weigh 'd swords $heatbed thick with blood, 

Are clutch'd^. as oii the ground they lie ; 
While grasping, istruggling, side by side, 
They splash thie life spiUM bubbling tide.- 
Ailen, Hoskins,.Pirtnamj Hett, 

Dilwortb, fitizlet,**^bleeding fall ; 
Not unavenged, for comrades yet 
' Their deeds of vengeance oft recall ; 
Bainbridge," Boweft, and Caldwell,^^ 

•MansfieH, Mitchell, Smith, and Price,*^ 
The glorious meed of victory swell, 

And urge a nation's grateful voice. 
Harlan, Herman, Dowing, Lay,^ . 

Cooper, Russel,^ each will frame, ' . * 
With Weller, and Lamar,2^that day. 

Green wreaths around.the brow of Fame. 
JNfow falls the gallant brave Tiree,*^ 

Whose valor *all the> worM may prize ; \ . 
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The foes within the breastwork "flee, 

And Death growiS pate as Tireedie^ ; 
While Henry, Thomas, Johnstoif, share, . 
A lauding nation'is -^thanks and care. • 
Twiggs, and Henderson, and Lear," 

DaviS) Cafiipbell, and McCIung ;^ 
Garland, Wilson,^ each will share 

Fame, by future ages sung. 
Abererombie, Armstrong, Moor,* 
. Paitterson, £amotte, Galhoun ;^\ 
Scudder, Graham, Howard,^^pottr* 

Their vengeance', 'mid the battle's noon. 
Alexander, Anderson,^ * ' \ 

Hooker, Johnson," and brave Bragg ; . 
Webgter, Bliss, and Wagaman,^* .' 

Ridgely, Donaldson, and Craig f^ 
May, and Whiting, and Belknap :^^ . 

And Croghan^-;-generous as brs^Ve, 
Who met me since in danger's gpp^ 

And risk'd his own my life to save, 
yan Bureri, Eaton, Scarret, Pope,^* • 

With Garnet, Kirby^ and Monroe;^ 
Each in his own immediate scope. 

Wrought out the fcity's overthrow ; '. 
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Distinguish^ by their chief in name, . 

And sculptured on their country's fame. 
. Who can paint the hideous fray, . 
Oh the gory field of pain, 

. Whexie the -sabre 'Sv flashing ray. \ >^ 
Drinks^the life^-blood's latest drain ? 

And the lines qt pointed steelj 

MciBt flie Jancer's headlong whed ;' . ^ 

Horses plunge with jnadd'ning ir^, 

Thmugfa the blood, and sipok^ and^ fire ; 

Heaps of dead, aire piled iji vain — • * 

Still the rank^ close up ag^in. ... 

Hark, the volley urged by death. 

Peals o'er groans and gurgling breath ^ 
. Lancers that in fury fly, , 

Stake their victims down to die ; 

Now the bayonet — purple-dyed, . • 

Wreaking — ^leaves the warrior's siiie ; 

Bitter strif(5, and scorn, and hate^ . . ' 

Urge them tp their gory fate ; ' 

Moutb-like woutiids spout blppd around^ 

Horses, ridcirs, strew the ground. 
. Widening, deepening, now the tide 
Of carnage gleanxs on eveiy side ; 
3 
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Tjie kirid'fldsh, the thunder ciy, ' 
The wailing burst of agonyo 
As ball or shell its havoc fling^^ 
Upon a thousand death^fledged wings. 

• See th^ dark-eycLd Matron*^. come^, . 
From her lonely cottage Hoin^, 
Where her babes in^ slumber lie, 
Dreaming not of dangec nigh ; 
Climbipg o'er the. heaps of ^lain, 

• To assuage thd thirst of pain ; \ 
Glancing round with eager ^trace, \ 
For -one deaf, -fan^iliarface-r- ' * 
Jler partner's— *whpse last kiss is now 
Scarce cold upon her polish'd brow. 
Still doth she her pitcher bring, 
From the cool, refreshing spring ; 
Friend or foe, alike may share 
Bounteously her angel care ; 

• Here she bathes a feverM brow, 
Wets, a death-parch'd lip, and now; * 
Pillows with her ann qne bead, 
Raised amid surrounding dead ; , * 
Anguish marks his filmy eye, 
Beaming its lasf ray, to die. , 
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Oh ! ^ee her claspthlit jlifeles9 form»> 
Grief gatbe/lBg o'er hex Kk^ a^^onn ; 
While Idssing \ip, and ch«ek, ^nd brow^ ^ 
That .feels no wm-jsi car^ea^a now, ^ ' : 
A raangled<fixass.tke warrior lies. 
With pailid'lip and ddtth-seaPd eyes. • 

A thousand thought's that moment comcf, <* 
Ahd whisper of her babes at home ; 
With all the'^ys affeotion knBVlr,% 
His first ^mbtace, bis.Ia^ adieii-; 
The croflts on "her wbi*e tpsom, bare, 
His earliest gift, her lafe^ csare) 
She kiss'jd^^as death-struck, by his side 
$he ,s1;ru(?fglh)g fell^ and bleeding, died. 
I s^aw the broken pitcher lay . ' 
Beside her, as I pass'd that way ; 
A smile bad stolen her parting bteath, 
And lingered' on her. lip in, death/ ' 

Again OMo winds her way, 
' With Missisi§ippi by her side. 
To wher6 the forts beUa^uer'd lay, 

And stetiois the lancer's whelming tide, 
Who chargingf'^kneet th^ flaming breath 
Of smoke-wfeatb'd volleys, hurlM in death. 
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See, ^hete Ike gen'rous Bena^ bears, 

The woun4ed Freeman from^the plain ; 
A prey to ^eril; few would dare, . • 

He totters on o'er heaps- of daih, ^ 
His friend sttil tirging him tQvfly> 
"Leave-, leare me here," or both will die." 
And as the lanoers closing ptest / 

Upon^the wamor's laden track ; 
He raked hi&^u^etto his breast, . 
. And peal'd its echoing thunder babk ; 
And shielding hisioTed comrade's side, 
WoWe 'deaibaround, and fighting died. 
Down thefi rugged Palace hill, * 

Where the foes in terrbr fleC;; 
Worth, of nerved and iron will, 

Presses on Jo victory. 
Clashing bayonets' and ;spears. 
Children's cries ^nd women's tears ; 
. Shrieks,' and mbans, and blood and. gore; 
Rotofs with corpses piled o'eif ; \, 
Streets, and^squares^'and barric^dej^ 
Human slaughter^pens are made* 

Now, amid the bloody/strife^ 
Raging' o'er the slippery way, 
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Where' the crimson tid6 of life 

Hides the dying as they lay ^ ^ 
.Loud the groans'of > anguish fly, • , 
Mingling -with the battle cry. • ; . 
Where the xifle, wing of death,. ^ I 

And. th^. cannon booming loud, 
Echoed by the musket's breath,. 

Cle^Yfi tlie v3moke- wreathed thundex^loud ; •, 
And .the^ent shell, from the^ground . ' ' 
Scatters gory limbs arotin<l ; 
Sword, and battle-axe^ and $pear, 
Stab.bing, hewing, fo^njea. near ; . 
And the horse in maddening ire, 
Boynding.wild with breath of £re, ^ 
Tramping wounded, dead and' dying, 
Where the biattle's deepest, %ing : s. ^^ 
Foes, first met, in mortal strife, ' 

Quaff^the purple flpod of life : 
Horse and rider cover'd o'er, ' -; . 

. With foam, and ^weat^ and bloody goW, 
'• Wounded, gasping, struggling, lie 

Together in their agony/ * 

. Where the Cemetery walls, ^ 

'Shield the long'forgotten dead ; ,.r V. • 

3* . . .;•:/•'* 
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Cfaain-shot, grape, ai)d\cannan balls 

Weave a. dark pall over bead ; - • 
• And the fire-winjgVd death boqm sleeps, 
Where catbedrai'd thunder,^ sleeps. • ' 
The foe^ glboiA-hemmM' on -every si(^, 

Seek dangerous sanctuary .now ^ 
As like a whirlpool's gulphy tide, 

In 6r6W(ls.around their church they bow, 
While Worth V wild -g;ush of burning -breath, 
itolls its red glare in streams of death. 
Foremdst in the bjootfy fray,. 
* The Texa3 Ri^G&RS nleet this fight ; 
' Deep reyenge is Jheir's to^lay ; 

And deeper .still-rr-asi 'mid the nighty ^ 
Ihrou^ walls 'of stonp they pick t^eif way ; 
The Alamo^ their/battle-cry-r^ 
While foemen meet them, but to-die. 
On the wide extended plain,' ' . ' 

Near the Black tbrt^s frowhing wall ; 
Where the cannon balls like rain, 

Plough.thjs earth up'^as they«fall ; 
And the bombs conie hissing by, 
> ; tijpath-gleatos shooting through the dcy; 
Brave Ormsby and his legion band, 
With dating Rogers firmly stand ; 
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A fiery ii^all of burning breathy^ ^^'^ ( 
Around the batfety of dv^ffe ; ' 
Eager to gain a djeathlesl^^dQli'* .' " ' 
Upon their- country's s<JiTQd|V3f*fame. 
Twice, fr9m. out the Cit^'dd, - . 

The lancers formild)()tS^dU(^^ttack,' 
And twice .the bomb' aixiop^llitfili iell, 

Driving their death-thki'd sqiri^r^on back ; 
While high in air brave Ramsey^ tHtew 
His beaver, shouting^" That will do." ^ . 

Down in a hoik) wy near the mprt'ar*s side,* 
A Dutch DrstgooA'sits; resting irom his ride, 
Upon his horse, a Ijtrge-litob'dfiery'bay, 
While the rude dangers threatening round him play ; 
And now a ball has struck his charger^s breast, . 
Ranged through its neck, and flyings' onwards prest ; 
The poor beast faHs — the soldier 'neath him lies, 
Yet gains his fe^t unhurt-^I see him rise ; 
Keeping the bridle still withia his hand, 
Close by his favorite's bead he tiikes his stand. 
While tears fall lliiek adown his wayworn cheek, 
And his kind heart is fuU-rtoo full to speak. 

The poor steed gives* one shudder — then a groan, 
As its lip quivers 'neath fts dying moan. 
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The warrior pales, and as Wmalrks itsci^d, 

He sighing whispers— i** Hav« I lost mine friend !" 

Then raising bath^ his lumds above .his head, . 

He almost shrieks " Mi3ie'<jiot,'i&iiie faoi^se is dead." 

At noon the wounded Butloi came 

Amid our xatiks, as ranged we stood ; 
A. df ooping warrior^ faint and Jame, 
• ' With pallid cheek, ahd smearM with blood ; 
" Be^calm,'^'said he, " wiiate'er betide ; 
The.dafrger 's great;?' he paused again ; 
" Yet well I knowy Kentticky boys^ 
Will guard their cbargc,'dr .di^ like'men ;" 
The st^ed that bote him I h^d long known well, 
'Twas Lindoln's*gift,* to-her admired Caldwell. 
' Urged by his friends, he. kfl; the field, 
* \¥hile galjant Haikeer took cemiiia'nd ; 
And none more fiitlie s^ord to /^ieldj- 
Or guide us in a ibeman^s land j . 
And when mphths afterwards he died,- 

D.eepa]lgui8h~thi:ilPd and wrung each br^ast^ 

" . > ' "*. " 

*The Voters of Lincoln Cojont^; Kentucky, presented to G.,A. 
. Caldwell, after his race for Congress, with J. F. Bell, a fine riding 
horse. This was the hoVse General Butler was now riding. 
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As .rangipg bj his corpse's side, 

. We pealM alfequiem o'er hi* r6st» 
And DOW the gallaiit Shephbrd^ led 
• . Our left battalion from the plain ; 
And quick 4ey marcliM o'er heaps of dead, - 

The far off destined Fort** to gain : 
While on their way the bullets sped, 
Like hailstorms, hurtling overhead : 
Their leader now, with dauntless eye, ' 

While proudly reining in his steed, 
Calmly gives orders to deploy,. 

Among the tangled brush and reed, 
To where San Juan's waters roar, 
O'er dead and djring,. thick with gore ; 
Ford the wild stream, 'mid danger's sport, 
And shelter in the paptur'ed fort. . 

But oh, what scenes await them there — 
To raise the. spectres of despair.; ' • 
A hundred stiffen '4 corpjsfes lie, • 

With mangled litnbs, and unclosed eye ; 
And as the pall of darl^ness spreads 
Its mantle o'er their grave-yard beds; 
These brjtve add serried troops find test, ' 
Each on a lifeless foeman's^breast : 
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WhilB sleet and. raiii in torrents pour, 
And form ^ pool of blood' and .gore; 
• Meanwhile our First Battjalion fetay^d^ 
Where Ramsey's shelly their haroc played ; 
Till orders came to bear away 
The gun, to where our comrade's lay. ' 
'Twas midnight — on a pathless wild, 

The loaded trainS' took devious route, 
No star 'mid storm and- darkness smiled, 

To point our destination out ; 
The guide, bewildered, sought the track 

Al^ea49 while we, all wet and cold, 
Awatted, but he came not back. 

And what his fate — ^remains, untold. 
On, on, 'mid chapparel and storm. 

Wildly uncertain of OUT way, 
We striiin'd. our^eyes to oatcti sqmeform, 

Might tell how. fair we^'Werc' astray. 
When lo! a rocket in the sky, , 
^Show'd the Black Fort, . and danger- nigh. 
Changing our course ^we on^rardisped, 

Feelings flije w^y on hands and knees ; 
Until we reach'd a bridge— that led 

We knew not wh^re-r— of fpiUen treejs ; 
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And as our teaix^ the ganger met;. , . : 
The wagott^redM, and was upsets. 
But soon. like Hercules, our mpn . * .. 
Upheaved,^ and set it right a^gain ;^ ., 
While now and then a rocket's gieam 
Threw its red glare along t}\e strean^. 
Still our blind course was far .astray, 
And struggling hard to gain our way-^ 
The mortar's frame, .l?y jeiking sped, 
Was heaved from out the csirriag^.bed; ; 
And there compact on end it. stood, 
Two tons in weight, submerged in. mud.' 
The shivering troops assay'd to raise 

Its ponderous- form, but fail' J in power,;' 
The wagons had gone different ways. 

And men were sent the heath to scour, . 
And bring back if it Could be seen. 
The needed raising power, machine. ' ' 

Another hour elapsed ere we 
Had heaved the cuipbeTous engine free ; • 
When op. we march'd^ we knew not where, 
In pain — but never in despair. . ' 

Oh God, it was a fearful night. 

Upon that gloomy field of blood : 
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. And^c^aeh man bless-'d the dawning^ hght, 

That pointed where pur white tents stood. 
In hungefi weariness^ and care, . 

We reach'd the caiftp— but .not to rest ; . 
The baggage wagons^ had been there, 

And all we own'd was in them press'd, 
And many never met again . • 
Their knapsia^ks, through the whole campaign. 
The twenty*secpnd's evening came. 

And w^th it 'rain in torrents fell ; 
When lo, the feetrgeant call'd my name, 

To take the ^ong. night's watching spell : 
Where forty-seven prisoners lay, 
Who had been taken during day. 
Between reliefs — I laid my head 
- ■ • Uppn a th^m bush growing nigh : 
Aifd almost slept as sleep, the dead, 

Till waken'd by the watch-guard's cry; 
When shivering *neath the sleet and rain, 
I took my wearying post again. 
The morning breaks in beams of goW, 

Abqve the fall Camanche's brow : 
And mists that hjd the sl^^s, unfold . 

Their ileeces in the sunlight now, 
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And all the mountains round me cl^m • 
' One burnish'd ^eex of goldeii'^afne. • 
And barky Ibe de^py long rqll is beard ^ ^ 

In echoes'from the thundering drum'; 
• And *^ Arins, to arms," is now the word, 

As each man into rank has come ; « 
The swords ^nd bayonets glittering bright 
Upon the moxnin^'s yfeUow li^t. " " r 
We march .within the city's view, ' 

The way our left\batfalion 's gone ; 
Rank after rank defiling through:— 

Who arms present, and ch^er us on : 
Then, orders wait, where olives spread 

Their branching blosfsoms overhead. 
A late deserted ranch hard" by, . 
Has cooling springs of w'ater nigh^ 
' And fine young ears of corn grow there, . 
Which roasted, make delicious fare ;. . 
While every heart seems gay and light; . 
And proudly braves the expected fight. 
In. the distance, thundering loud, 

Grape, and sheljs, and cannon-balls 
Leave behind a stnoke-wreathed cloud, 
. And battering rend the cai^tled walls ; 

4 ■ . . ' • 
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W^ile not a tkougiit is breathed or kno^n,^ 
But deems tike battle all' oar oysn.' 
At interiFals the firing stiEiys, 

But soon resumes with feafifal po^er, 
,, WhilifnimoT lies- a thcruaand ways^ 

And contradicts 'deraelf each hour: 
Oh God, how awfiil 'tis to ^^d 
And' contemplate the spirit land. ' 
See, som^ hare cjimb'd the olire trees. 

To catch a glimpse Tof tower or fort ; 
And watch with pride the fitful breeze 

That waves' our ^ag in wanton sport; 
While now and then a cheek grows pale^ 
As'home comes wing'd on mempry's gale. 
Dear Home, thou Eden of tl^e heart, 

.Sweet scene of Ibve-bom, cherishM j6y5.; 
A sunbeam lighting war's red chart, 

And pointing where our duty lies ; , 
For who would take a sullied fame 
Back to the child that bears his name ? 
The wife, at home, all desolate, 
' Hugs h*er lorn infant' to her breast, 
And fearing for its father's fate, 

Ih choked sobs soo&es 'the babe to re^t ; 
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tVhiie eyery footstep pmssing by, 
Is Ksten'd to idth trenibUng joy. 
Hie maideii,* in 'her bower-sechoed, 

While the* moonbeains.brightly stream. 
Calls one loved image to her miad — - 

A .hidden, yet i cherish 'd theme. 
As now ' 9- smile, and now a tear, - 
Comes Wifh;alterttate hope and fear. • » 
The mother finds no comfort nigh — 
' Her fancy shows the. field of death; 
She sees her lOved one drusbM to dk, 

And almost hears, his gurgling breath ; 
And^yet the tearp refuse to stkrt, 
Her sorrows lay deep in her heart, 
lie -sister, by the cottage door, . 

^ In ca^lm cdnoem her needle pli^s,' 
Or reads her brother's letter o'er— 

While feeling'« tearsy like pearls arise. 
Oh finding ^'mid .the bat^' scene, 
How very nearto death he'd been. 
Th^ father's grief isloet in^prkie, ' - 
' He deeply feels, yet bieathes no Vord, 
And his-'ricb^lood throrbs like, a tide, ' 

Whenever battle news is heurd : 
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Arid wheit he hetis we've gai6'd tjie day, 
. Ode tear will on his ^ad cheek lay, * 
'Tis evening, and we wind «ur' course. 

Through, graves and fields of tangled route ; 
And miss where. late the^conflict hoarse; 

Has revellM wild, in gifoan and shout, 
Where human carcases are s\rown— 
And broiad-wing'd vultures "round have flown. 
, Here sons and sireS tbgetHer bled-^ 

And maid« and matrbns'gory lie ; 
Some putrifiedand some Just dead, 

And some for. water* wildly cry, 
Or in convulsionts stare aijid start. 
Bringing death-sickness o'er, my '^heart.^ 
'Tis dark ^nd. cold, the ground our bed^ ' 
* I strive to sleep, but find no rest ; , 
The booms shine brightly overii^d, 
'*• And into line each hour we're *press'd, 
As some sc^ed Sjentinel in pain, ' 
Fires,on the. phantom of his brain* 
At dayhreak, from a fort bard by^- \ 

A' trumpet sounded long and lotid ; 
And white .flag waved upon the jsky , , 

As> we all gather'd in a crowd,* * * 
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- And hoped and fear'd^ ftnd hoped aig^ia ; 
<Soae said a tr^ce— all said^Ateen. 
Our breakfast fare was seaht to see, . 

We had no biscuit, meat, <>r flonr ; 
Iliad an punce or two of tea, '- ■ 

And shared, a^ far as in my power'; . 
%Vhile brave t>ld Black Hawk**' roundly swore, 
He ne'er had drank-mich tea before* . 
The herald from. Ampufdia came. 

And this his modest proposition : 
That they shoukl be.^low^d to ciaim 

Their arms, effects, and amnnuiition ; 
And make a retrd^de digression, 
Leaving the to^n ia our possession. 
The streets had swkm -with huittan gore. 

The 6iiemy had brayely fought ; : 
Our chieftain 'weighed the matter o'er, 

^And felt as every soildier ought ; 
Their fallen fortunes be jespects, 
' And gives their, side-arms *g:bd effects* 
Premising ere a week moved round, 

They 'sho;uld evaciaate the t>ldce; ^ 
And be by Rinconardi bound, / ^ 

; .With..sixty foljowing days of grade ; 
•4* ^' 
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Uiita each govemmenl tespectire, \ • 

^onld make or peace or.'w^r elective. • 
The sun lay bright on Fort and Tower,^ 
The morn the. vanquish'd left the toWi ; 
. I saw them at an early hour, 

Fating the Pla^o up and down ; ' . ' ' ' 
A weary grirf pressM on eateh. breast, 
Of horn^e, pride, hMor djisposest. 
And asi the regiments* fonn'd to start, 

And filed a^long iHeciowded square ; ' > 
Deep anguish seem'd to fill each heart, 
And women wept their march to share, 
• Or threw them in the wild steeds' way, 
And begg'd one other moment's stay. 
Around them wives 'and sisters clung. 
And breathed the wailitigs of desp&ir ; 
. And o'er theilt,>vouttde'd warriors hung, 
. . And'ble5sM them with the Virgin's care ; * 
' And as they wheel'd away to part, '« 
Faintnefii^ seem'd. shrouding every heart. 
Some stood like statues carved in. silfent grief. 

Some wrung their haAds— ^or wildly tore their hair ; * 
And; spme iri gentle tears found sweet relief, 
While/Qthers madly raved, in cliafed despair ; 
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The picture left its impress deep in pain-, 
Nor would I witness siich a scene ag^ftin; 

A dull, dar^ weariness hangs. now 
' ] Upon our army's listless brow, 

tVhik every thougW i6 iai'd to find 
' ^me pleasing' pa^me for the mind/ 

A lovely grove of evergreen, 
' . Is chosen fot.our campinf^^cene ; 

Through whiph' a brooklet winding flows, 

With violets bahk'd, and trailing rose. 

A pleasure spot,- by grandeni; bound, 
* In amjphiihieatre around ; ' ' * . 

,Where mountain^hugely towering rise, • 

AndxlTresdc the clouds to breast the skies. 

And merrily the axe jesounds 

Iji echoes, -through the live oak' i>ounds ; 

While hewing out an open glade, > • * 

' That leaves on cither side a shade. 

'Tis curious to observe the change, , . 

Like magic, wrou^t o'er tbat wide' range. 

.As DuERsoN,^ the brave add free,- ., 

•Spares neither shhib, nor root, nor tree ;. • ^ 

The wild>Yood waving in the morn, .J 
• • Ere evening's shade becomes a lawn,' 
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For. games of pleasure, or {mradey 
: Or drill, this smooth sweet lawn is made. 
Before tfa& Colonel's tent waves wide 
Our silken flag,*^ the regiment'*s pride ; - 
For many .a lip breathed many a* prayer, 
When.that flag came within our care ; . 
And many an eye beam'd many a smile, 
* And maay a tearrgem dropp'd the yrhile ; 
And many a tij^roo heated many a heart, 
When the hikt order caine to pa)l ; 
Apd many a pilloW'd knapsack 'knew 
The tears that.fofiid atfection drew. 
Camp duties o'er, our men in part, 
With sports athletic che^r the heart ; 
Foot-baJl, of bandy, or such games 
As suit their varied tastei^ or diaims ; 
Some read, or write, or^ride, 6r walk. 
Or pass the hour in chit-chat talk ;• 
Or wondering if the lookM for Wail, 
Will bring hoijie-letters withgut fail ; 
■ While 'som^frr-though interdicted— run 
To dice, orxsards, though what is .won ^ 
Is but the fortune of a day^ . •. 
Tol)e as idly thrown away. 
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* ■ 

While others^ whpfti I.most d^lore, -, 

Xii^ d^Wf in their tents, ^nd snore, 

UncomVd, unwash'd, unnougbt,- save "fed. 

Like bogs, Upon their filthy bed* . ^ 

And now a protQ£[t is laid (jiown^ , 

Keeping all idlers ftom. (be town; ' ^ - , 

Quarrels and murders have arisen^ 

In spite of punishments pi {Mison : ' 

While some will IsMn retaliate . : 

Unjustly, perhaps, their comrade's fate \ 

For oh, it titixs the blood to^ knp w, 

A friend slain by a commou foe^ , 

To hear him. gasp, or see him die 

In wild convulsive agony. v, , 

And thus prevention is well meajit, 

To save both crime and punishment. 

'Tis in sugb yagrant. hours as th^se,^ 

When.'hbme delights no longer please, 

Affection's^ l^oft refreshing show.er . 

Comes o'er the mind with, ahgel power. 

Howe'erwe'ye lilatjeft; where'er we rove',, • * 

The hea^craves/ something ^till to love'; . 

And weir may I oi^ friendship's shrine, . 

Ppui:this warm incense-jay of mine^; 
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From jrouth to age, my wand'rings bleod^ \ 
And yet I never .lacjcM afriend ; 
And even here; Hnidforcl&ts rude^ 
I owe deep, debts oif gratkude, 
More^deep, far more than. I can tell, 

, To Shepherd, Boyd, Clay, and'Caldwell,^ 
With Rogers,, Hardin, and McKee,. 
- Cutter,' Kinkead and Dougherty,- 
Akin, Roseau, and McAb^e ; 
With gen'rous MarshfJl, that brave bear, 
Who wei^t tl{e battle atorm to. share,^ 
.While hurrying op from Monterey, 
The gun, to Buena.Vista'/i fray. 
But why, invidiously name^ 
When the whole corps holds equal claim ? 

. 'Tis sweet at mom or close of day. 
Along the winding hrook to stray ; 
By where 4he cannon glitt'ring bright, 
Shuie in the slaniing yellow light ; 
And listen when the bugle's tale, 
Winds ^ts soft echoes down the vale, . ' 

. Or on,^wherf many aslant steed, ' " 
Neighs ta his mates, or champs his feed ; 
As hitchMto- wellrstretch'd cords* they stow 
Their sfately forms in many ^ a fow ; 
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• Their riders, glossiag o'er with pride, 
The Igfty crest and shining hide, 
Or petting theih in wanton plajr, 
As wears tliieir leisure hours away. - ^ 
These, these are troops,x a noble band. 
Of lofty mien^ and ready band.; 
And \yell their General, on para.de, 
May ^aze in^pride o'er hi§ brigade ; '- ^ . 

And ok ! I lo^e tp sfee him pace 
Along the lines, with martial grace ; * ^ 
His eye of fire, sind cheek of glow, 
And forehead broadj. and locki^ of snqw; ^ 

Of nobl^ frank,, and generous heart, 
Thwt bears in every breast a part ; 
And ne'er may troops for leader fear. 
Against a foe, when TwiggS is near, . . 
Close jga one corner gf this gatiiping^grouQd , 
Where just a few dipt 'bushes^grov, around, 
I often |iause — and mark with more ths^n pride, 
The neatest tent of all I see beside ; 
> Ahd -well it may be, for a woman's liare, 
Widi'nicqst taot has wak^a'd order there' ; 
I love to see the little btwy thing," • 
Wllii pail or pitcher, tripping to the^ spring, 
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And often wonder that so. slight a form;* 
Should sheathe a soul could face the battle-storm ; 
Or how. she bearis the tast, (lay after day, 
From well-worn shirts to yrash the soil away. 
Her little daughter, too, of fairy mould, 
With golden locks, and scarc(ily ten years^ old, 
Sits 'sewing by th^ tent's half openM wiiig, 
While passers lingering pause to^ heather' sing. 
See, with what love she clasps her father's hand — 
A bugler he, in Geileral Twiggs'^ band. 

Now the Great Western** stalks witii stately stride 
' From tent to tent, in mehry laughing pride ; 
'Tis said, a kinder or a braver heart ' 
Than hers,- in woman's bosom ne'er held part ; 
Unawed in battle, on amid tthe slain, 
She sought the' wounded, to assuage their pain ; 
And if one Jqlly cU«gs around her name, 
May not her virtues cancel all the shame ? .. 

HarkL 'tis the b&^d, in cadent varying note, 
From vale to mountain winds its brazen throa^t ; ' 
Now gushing in lull tones on airy wing, 
^bw softly sighing, «and now echoihg, 
While ** Hail, Colignbia," warble^ on. the gale, 
Of "Yankee Doodle" tells its home-bjreathed tale ; 
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Such music lingers long o^er feeling's ear, . * 
And whispers pleasares^ mem'orjr holds d^ar. 
'Tis. beautiful, at eveptii^, 
T5 se^ the moon in silyer glide 
Above the mountain'!? purple brow, 
; And catch her $ofl-wing'd beams, as, now;' 
How sweetly tremulous tl>ey. lay, 
U^on the streamlet's rippling play,' 
Or nestle down, and, sleei)iiig, rest 
Upon the glad tent's snowy' breast. . ' 

;0n such isweet eves, so bure and bland, 
With violin arid tabor — ^Jband — . , 
And .castmets, the guards^ ate seen 
Dancing CO tilliofts Qn^ the green; 
' The sets are fown'd, the ladies placed, 
, And each observance duly grace4; • 
^ ^ While j)61is)i'd ball-rbom i^'er has knoY^n, 
More courtesy than here is sho^n ; 
And if itnagined jadieii can ^ 
' So change ^the sterner 'mood 'of man, / 
, How much mdy real ones aspire, • • 
, To mould him as they may desire. - 
Down w^ere yon ranch, seen through.the tall wild weeds. 
Shows its Tudc^ front and mp^s-grown roof* of reeds ; 
* ' . 5 
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A T^iiral cot, with wattled fence ground, 
f^nclosing yard, and wide spread, garden ground ; 
A wicker ^ate, with le&thern hinges himg, • 
Half hides itself the shrubs* and fi<?wers am^ng: 
The path o'ergrown with herbs of dainty treat, 
Breathes a warm fragrant wfelooiie ^neatb the feet. 
Here the rich fig-tree and the golcjen lime. ' 
In tempting beauty kiss the siitay clime. 
The citron blos^om^, and the or-ange throws 
Its mingling perfume o'er the sweet musk-rose. ' 
Before the cot b Iot^t, ru4e porch is se.en,. 
By cypress shaded and the wild glicine,^ 
With entrance open, foir' no envious door . 
^Hides the rude skins that niat the groUpded floor : 
Where groups of children^ t^Wny-skinn'dj.^nd nude, 
Are wildly wallowing'in their 'g^mesome'mood. 
Around, the wall, in gaudy tidarse display-, 
Hang pictured. saints that calendar each day; 
With figures of the Saviour, cased in glass, . 
The Yir^n Mary, and the priests at mass. 
No window throws a grateful light within, ' 
But through, the chinks stray -sunbeam? struggle in. 
Disclosing in one, corner-;-Aiin to hide, 
Ten naked puppies by their mother's, side. 
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A fewTed embers cast )a glow around, 

' From oiit a smull scoop 'd h^Ilo*!: in the 'ground, 

On which abqwl with min'ced meit sicimeringo'er, 

' : Exhales strange odor fpom its spicy store, ' 

^Stirlr'd by a crohe,** whose wither' d. form appears 

'*..•■ • 

Bent down by weight of care, and countless years; 

• Deep furrpwM lines of intersectfJd trace,. 

Meet in a thousand wrinkles on her face ; ' 

A face ijihuman,'from its monstrous size, 

Its low, dark, Jiairy forelie?id, and dull eyes; 

Her bony, skinijy hands of giant mould, 

Match well her feet, whq^e bre^ldth can scarce be told. 

Her jaws protruding, and receding chin, 

A baboon'^ features, with a. corpse-like skin ; 

Hef head, uncovered, with* shdrt bristling hair, 

"And • shoulder^ broad, with neck and bosom bare; 

And there she squats 5* the feeble,^ glimmering flame 

Reflecting ghastly bbrrOr o'er her frame. * 

Idly recHoed, upon a broad,' rough hide, 

A gay g'allant ,lo0ks dn in restless pride ; 

His darK eye flashing on a form of .^race, 

That sylphVlike, glides in beauty round the place ;. 

His' c'oallblack barb neighs proudly at the door, 

And i^aegy^maBtifi" stretches on tte floor ; 
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A small cigar lays o^i hiispal^ thin Kp> x 
* Unsmoked, and cased within a golden tip ; 
His \yell glazed hat witK band of leopard «kin, 
And shadowing i^m clasp 'ii close beneath' his <^hin ; 
His braided jacket loosely falls away ". 
From snowy plaits, that on his bosom lay : *• 
His wiell • wrought trowisers-^op6n from ilie knee , 
Displose his '^rawers, white, and lopsely free ; . 
His richly hilted dirk, with silver case ' % . 
Invested, in his hojs6m finds a place, • . 

And pond^'rouft spurs with; rpwel points of steel^ 
Are strapp'd uniquely 911 his booted heel ; . 

While all about him shows a poUsh'd g^ce, 
And seals jts^ruth upon his meaning fapci 
Heard you that sigh fronr out his heaving brea§t ? 
Saw you those dark eyes on that maiden rest ? . 
Oh how he loves her f.deep.afiectioDS cling. 
Round foster'd'hopes,*.that crowd on memoir's wing ; 
How oft with her ih* childhood'? blissful hours, • 
' He sought the wildest glens, for, sweetest flowers ;" 
Twined them, in wreaths amid the jetty flow 
Of vYinglets, Waving o'er that neck of snow, . 
Bore. her light form oVr brobk, pr foresl stifeS) 
And kiss'd her lips, like rubies, set in smiles ; 
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Watch'' (1 heV.d^fikeyes Whetfevening*s Wanting beams, 
Threw itfaeir rich light across the rippling streams ; 
Wakiug the Vision of long filfure days, ^ . ^ 

In 6ae warm, plesiditig, ardent^ hesuifelt gazei 

'Her graceful form beads o'er her lover now^ 
One bright .tress shading h6r pale polish'd brow y 
Her liquid eyes, dark in>11ieir gem-like light. 
Shine from his ^oul dim sorrow ^s ehilling night ; 
Her dewy lips and- chfeek of changing hue, 
Where Tose-buds thrust itfaeir (^rim^on beautie? through, 
And bloom in .smiles ; her words o'er her lips play, 
As they had kiss'^ swc^et music on their way ; 
While- angel loveliness and fairy grace, 
Blend ev eiy- beauty o'er her ibrm a.ud face ; 
Weaving a mesh s.o subtle round the heart, 
'Tis more than agony, 'tis death to part. 

Land of the beautiful^ shaded by gloom. 
Where slaves hug theii? chains,ftnd'the bra,ve find a tomb ; 
Where "despots unsheathe' the red blade oY their power. 
And faction and* blood guide the;; wheels of ,^9ch hour; 
Where the stripling of Freedpmta, nurseryrrbfcHt, 
To cradle Hope's earljie^t childhood in guilt, 
Wrench'd off in. its frenzy Ifee shackles? of* Spain, 
To forge them at home, and to rivet the ehaih. 
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Too feeble to hold, and too frail to enjoy 
T^be blessmgs that dawn'd o'er a l6ng'Winter*s sky,' 
Ye hug the dark mantle that ignorant;e vrove^ 
And ^wrap'sup6istitiqn in fold^ of its love, 
Throw shadow and gloom o'er the altars of. light, 
And smother 'their ^park's in the darkness of ni^ht ; 
Still hugging your chains, while l^e ba;ttle-field^'s .breath 
^ Sweeps' over your limbst the cold fettei's'of dea&. 

* . .1 " : . '"• ^ . 

iNow trace 'the wreck extending ftom Marin,* , 
Where forest shadows clo^d the gory. scene; , . , 

Our glad return for miles show'd heapi» of. slain^ 
All ^cbrchM and black'ning stre^'d along the plain. 
Months have roU'd by^ since slaughter came' this, way. 
And yet unburied, there/our comrades lay.' 
Here formless trunks, and there a sevet^d limbj 
Or head half skeletoned,' and glaring grim. 
Here.cinder'd bones lay strew'd, where late the fire 
.Of ;bujC9Jipg wgigpns fortn'd their funeral pyre ; \ 
Such slaughter on our troops and teamsters made, 
Wf)ke -a deep vengeance, dearly, promptly paid. 

. Now village after village on our way, 
^Shows roofless bouses and black walls of clay ; 
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The sword and faggot spared nor youth nor age, 
Nor sex, nor t)ught could glut unbridled rage. . 
The widowM .mother weeping, tremjbling;: feies, 

* To Fher,e h,er husband's mabgledbody lies,' ■ 
Wipes from his ttiatted looks the <;iini^6n IgQte^ 

. And glues Jier lipis to thope that breathe nfa ift«re ; 
^Hearsifrom afar the foe's relentless cry-, * ^ 

And turns hfer io theltorest glade to die ; ' . '' 
VPli^re howling wolves* may more pf pity show '. ' 
Than man,, whose hands imbrued in blood, can know. 
"O when willibercy spread her wings of love, • 
And the wide world her mild dominioi^ proye^ 

. Apd every pianfrom nature^3 circling ch$in,» 

. Break the I^st link that give's a brother pain i '■ 
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1. GENSRkL Taylor's teat waa made of the same kind of itta^rials, 
and fashioned like thone of the privates, Wi|;hout even a fly or outer 
sptead ovei* itk ' , . - . \ 

2. Major McCoUbugh and Captain Gillespie of the Te&as Sangers. 
Captain Gillespie was killed on the storjiiing. of the Bishop's Castle, 
and was buried temporarily where he fell ; and permit m« here a 
few lines from my notes reljEttive to his grave. •' .* 

*' yrbile Hn^rlng' aEround the ramparts of the Castle, I observed a 
fi.le of regulars, bearing spades and pick-axes towards the. extreme 
western, part of thd imount ; arid having before . learned, that the ' 
brave and intrepid Captaib Gillespie ha^ fallen and was buried in 
that direction, I joined them, and f(hmd their, object to be so fac td'.^ 
remove the earth from his grafve, as to ascertain, whether the sacred 
deposit^had been intruded upon. 

"After throyring up some two feet of soil and mouldered rock, we 
came to a blanket, "which witE feelings of awe and e^fi^Veneration, 
we carefully enwrapped, finding ®nly a pile of bones and bandages 
huddled together and enveloped within its folds. 

" Without disturbing their positiop^gy were again shrouded within • 
their frail covering, and a moui^d Mised over them, with hfeaVy rocks 
piled upon it, sufficient. to secure" it from further molestation*. 

"My feelings were much wrought upop, and finding a smooth 
board, I wrote/ though in hUsty and unenduring characters, the fol- 
lowing inscription, which I placed at the head of the grave : 

" ' Here rest 'the remains of the gallant Captain Gillespie, of Texas 
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Rangers, "V^fao died, fighihig t>i'aYely al.the head of hU eompany, on 
Se^teml>er'22d,,l§46: ; , . !^ .' ' ' 

Here a soldier redines, from hia dutieik relieved; 
.... Who fought Hill life's current was spent, > 

Deait^ eavidd the laurels the>Herd received, 

. Andfbadeliim retire^ to his tent. .. * » 

< '^The depredators in, this dacrilege had qo doubt been wolves ; and 

J learned ikfteorwords,. that a party of his pv^n company, ^ding hb 

remains exhumed, had gathered ijiem . together and'reinterred them 

as we found them." ^ ' ' 

3. Captains. fimijfch. Bind Scott of Artillery, acting tts Infantry. 
Lieutenant Long^tre^t, 8th Ci&ntry. 

4. Colonel Duncan j Light Artillery, \ 

5. Colonel Childs of the Artillery Bat^ion. . 

6. Colonel ^tanifOTd. .. , - ' * i 

7. Lieutenant Ayers,^ of Colonel Child's Begiment: Lieutenant 
Ayers was'said to have been the.fi^t man .tor lower theenepiy's 
flag on the Castle walls. . . 

8. Captain Vinton,^ and Lieutenant H|dloway;. 

9. Captain Shrivner^ and Lieutenants jlerchailt aii3 Wainwright. 
ID. Captain Montgomery.. ' * . - 

11. Lieutenant ^Rowlan^, trhd had . .one. pf Dnncan's Howitzers 
dragged up the i^^p side of the hill, or mountain, aSnd with it 
opened a heavy fire upcMi the:Palace Fort.; ** • /* 

12. Lieutenants .Nichols, sons of , Judge KidbiolSf of Louisiana. . 

13. Major General Bliss, Assistant Adjutant General^ and aid to 
the Comnmnder-ili-Clhief. v ' , 

14. Brigadier General Quitman^ • • . 

15. The Biver San Juan^ flowing near, the Eoirts where thQ greatest 
struggles, were made, 

16. Lieutenant-Colonel McClnngj' of Mississippi Aegimfent. , 

17. Colonel Watson, of. the Balthhorlsans, who, on.'his own regi- 
ment's retrogression, joined the Ohians, and* died cheering'^them on 
to victory. • ' , » ' * .' •' 
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18. Jfajor P. N, Barbour, 3d Infuntrj. 

19. Captain Williams, Topogrophieal Engineers. Lieutenants 
Terret, Wood and Irwin <; and Captains Morris^ and Field. 

20. Captain j^en, Lieute^aants Putnam, Heit^ Hoskins, DilwortU 
and Haslet. ..... * ^ \ 

21. Captain Bainbridge, Lieuten&nt Bowen, Major'G. A, Caldwell, 
Quartermaster of .the first {Kentucky Tolunt^r Infiuttry, I cannot 
here withhold my wannest thanks, nor eqougli express. thA grati- 
tude I feel for ^e manj.klndpesses reoeived^at this gentleman's 
hands, whose countetiflnce, tent, table, and purse, were ever at my 
service; and death ^onercan wipe the de^p obligations from my 
remembratice. ^ . ^ • 

22. Major Ma?fsfield, Cqlonel Mitchell, Captfun Smith, Major 
Price." , • . ^ . 

23. Adjutant Hern^an, Servant Major Harlan, Captain Dowibg 
and Aid-d^-eamp Lay. 

24. Captain Cooper and Lieutenant Ruseel. 

25. Lieutenant-Colonel Weller and (j^eneral'fiamar, 

26. Tiree,,a private in Company,K,,6f Misv^sippii Captain Henry, 
3d Infantiy, Major L.* Thomas, Assistant Adjutant General ; Captain 
Johnspn," Obians. ' • ' % 

27. Generals Twi^gid and Henderson, and Major Lear. 

28. Colonels Davies and Campbell, and Lieut^ijiant-Colonel McClung. 

29. Lieutenant-Colonels Garland and Wilson, 

30. Major Abercrombie, Lieutenant Moore, and Adjutant Arm- 
strong. ' ,' . ' 

31. Lieutenants Patterson and Calhoun, Captain Xamotte. 
52. Lieutenants Scudd6r,* Graham and Aoward. 

33. Mijor Alexander, Lieutenant-Colonel Anderson. 

34. Lieutenant Hooker, Captain Johnson. 

35. Captain Webster, M^or Bliss .and Captain Wagaman. 

36. Captain Kidgely, Liepitenant IMnaldsohand Majw Craig. 

37. Colonel Maj, Colonel Whiting, and Colonel Belknap. 

,38. Colonel Croghan, Inspector-General of the U. S. Army. I 
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must not omit here, in jaetiite aiid gratitude to this brare and hu- 
mane oMcer, an^inqdent dukcacterietic of tb^njabte .and. generous 
feelin^d that had aWajB rendeired him. a favorite, .both with the 
army and the public at lai'ge. .. ;• . ' . 

It was in the dusk of th^-eyening, on the ^ve of thb morning on 
which the Mexican, troops ^ere to leav§ Afonterej, in compliance 
with the -armifltibe entered into after tiie battle, that I met on the. 
Market Plaa» with a. Mexican soldier, who, hailyig me^in goo4 
English, began to giv^ pae hia opinions iipon the late viotory. He 
said he was a native of Ph^adelpfcia,. but had been three yeafs in 
the Mexican service^ He obseryed we might have won the ci(|y much 
easier than we did, had we but fought aright ; all our men, he con- 
tended, fired too high, and we deseirv^^ed bul little credit for the result. 
These and many x>ther obseryatiobs to, the same purpose, gave me 
to know how li^e hid sympathies wer^ with his countrymen and 
native home, / 

On my attempting to part from him, he.Qnlre&ted me to bear him 
company among th^' ruins, or to tfie Mexican Quarters, and finally 
to a house of ehtectainmei^t at some distance,- where he o£fbred to 
procure for me 'tome fine old^brandy.' B^ this time a number of 
other, Mexican tr<>ops had gathered around, 'and seemed, inclined, by 
laying their hands oa me, to^ use force, shqi^ld J refuse .compliance 
with their' conirad^'s request. I now began te fancy my situation 
rather, precarious, when to m^ great 'satisfaction,. Colonel Croghao 
passing near the spot, and. catching enough of the conver&atFMi to 
imagine my danger, stepped into thei'r midst/ aild t^kinjg ine by the 
arm, Led me towards the quarters oi our regular^, my 'own being 
three mileis distant, where I had given to me ja good supper, a blanket, 
a knapsack for pillow, and the floor of 'their ^mporary barrack for 
the night; and nexIT morning one of ^ the privates observing that I 
wa^ nearly bare-f6oted — for I had wprn off the sole from one of my 
own shoes, and had picked up an odd' one in the. streetr-^gave^me a 
.good pair that ei^ctly fitted, and I shall not easily forget such kind- 
ness, hqspitalil^, and generosity to an entire stranger. 
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On leaiVing them nf xt; motnhig by stinrise^l again mot with 
Colonel Croghanj nojr onbpHeback^ who. hailed me, r^u'esting t& 
be shown hia way to where .he .could proctir^ sonle wihe, and ako 
giving me*me(lifey to- purchase for him" -a gourd, which I soon ob- 
tained -from oAe of the. Mexican soldiers. I then le<i, him to ihe 
Spanish Consul's, who keeps the largei^t grocery I9 the city, &oni 
. which he ^TU'chased T^hat he'n^^ed. 

A little incident occurred within the store-ixloin that*. showed th^ 
(Colonel's tenacity of memory, and also the g^erosity of his feelings^r 

In 6ne comer, sitting upon a barrel, ^and looking most d^spon^gl^. 
wayewom, sat an old'weather-beaten* American floldler. I noticed 
'the Colonel eyeing him for some tiixie with unusual interest;' at 
length he*, stepped up to where the old veteran sat, exclaiming, 
" Why,\Joe, is that you, oW fellow ? can- you, be alive yet? Teh years 
m^t have passed* since last I saw you. Come up,^come up, and' 
take some wine." . . • ;' \ 

• Joe rose, shook his old oificet byihe hand — ^for they ha4 fought 
side 'by side in by-gpne- days-swiped a teftr trom the furroughs of 
his dark rough cheek with ihe soiled sl^ve of his r^igged coat, and 
said, '"Wine, Colonel, hiay do ver3[,well for some stomachs: but 
with" your. leave, I would rather tak6 soiAething fi le^tle stronger." 
Aquadienta was ordered; and Joe,* pouring out a.l»HinHning tumbler 
full, tossed it dcmn'his throat without a single twist in his counte- 
»ance, saying, "Well, Colonel, we have been side jiy -side years a^o 
in a worse fix than this ;" and- ended by requesting the l6|tn of fifty 
cents. ^ The Cotqnel handed him 'a dollar, ui^ging him not to mention 
or think of its repajtoent*^* - 

39. Major Van Bureil, Captain g^tnith. Lieutenants Sciartet^ and 
Pope. • - . 

40. Lieutenant Garnet, Majors Kirby fend Monroe. 

\ 41. While the battle i^as raging, abeautiful ll^exican woman was 
seen carrying ij^ater to the* wounded ; and while on this errand of 
mercy, by soine inadverteiice she Was struck by a musket shot, -and 
died clasping tl^e body of her supposed Kusbazid. 
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, 42. Benaiuid F^^an, f^iva4»«1iLt]!ompaBy K, of tbi^ls^ Ohians. 
43» %e Gath«€|ral .was filled witii ^ammtiinitioa by the Mexicans, 
* while the crOVrds of citizens, both men, women and children haVing 
become fraprtie.^o^ fear, gathered airottnd i^ and. had the shejlls of 
General Worth' broken tlg^ou^ the rbof^ how^ «wfal Vduld have 
been'theslatlLgfatdr-onits expl^oh? . * • " 

' 44. Ciptain'IUmjsey, who . commanded the battery against the 
Oitadel, o> Black Fort. It wa^ his oudtom. after each discharge, to 
ran lip 'the slope of this hill, between the mortar and tBe Fort, an4 
ascertaiti from thence iti^eff^ts ; he. was enabled V> do this from the 
gr^t distance the shot ^ad to be fired. On the occasion spoken of 
^e Mexican.Laneers' had formed in- a heaVy and dense body, for the 
piirpose of attacking our position, when, the shell falling in their 
midst, so sfanghtmcf and disconcerted tl^em, that, ihej fied in confu- 
sion within the wallft of the Fort, and from -thtit moment made no 
further shpw bf' attack. ■ . •. 

45. Major Shepherd, of the 1st regiment t)f IBLentucky Infantry, 
wlio, od- the death of "General Btokaj^, the a^beence of Colonel Ormsby, 
and the governorship of Lieutenant-Colonef Eogers^ held the comr 
mand of the bngade, :and'a braver soldier, wi<ii*a kinder' heart, or a 
more generous and gentlemanly miln/.was not' known iii ithe whole 
army. I am deeply indebted to -his kindness. . He was my fripnd on 
all oceadionsr made me his orderly sergeant and tent mate; granted 
me every indulgence within lu's power^ and honored me with his 
correspondence until his death, which happened m Louisville during 
the past summer,. 1850, to the deep eorrow of his fbrm'er comrades 
and many friends. ' . ^ ' 

46. To .Fo«t -Teneria near the San Juan River, wherte-one of ^e^ 
fiercest struggles had been made that had hap)[i6ned during the battliS, 

47. On General Butler's retiring to;camp after hife being wounded, 
he ordered all^the camp equipage tj6 be packed within the baggage- 
wftgons, in readiness fdr retreat,' in the event of the battle proviiorg 
against us. * 

,.'•'-:'... 6 
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48. LieutenautrColoH^l Hogers win frequently called ]^ac]( Il&wk, 
from his having serVed with much.efficieney and distinction' in the 
Black fiawk' War. , .' i 

49. , (From my Note Book;) About 8 o'clock', A. "Bltr the*Mexieto 
trodps began to throng, the Mar^ Square, preparatorj te theif 4^- 
parture ;. and I ^^ much amused and a#t(misl|ed at the niunber of 
pets. they, had iu. their possession. iDherb were dogs of, all breeds 
and -sixe^, monkeys, parrots; and e^ifen sinall. singiteg' bicds in cagiBS. 
One fellow bad a young ledpard,- quUe tame, a beajotifuUy «potted 
creature, for which- he asked 6n1y two doUatSt. Some of their pointer- 
dogs were yery. beautiful, and oduld- have been bought for a mete 
Bong:^ One, especially; I coveted much, on account of its seeinitkg 
Bagtteity, and symmetry of form'; ita price was qne dollar; but, alas, 
I had no money, a^d perhapd it was \best I' had not, for. its master 
seemed d!stre1i$ed enough,, without parting from a friend so beautiiul 
and playfully affj^tionate. 

As regiment 'aft^r regiment formed into* liBe, and answered the 
greetings olT- their friefids and wounded comrades, wHo had gathered 
around to bid themitdi^u; and witoess ^eir melancholy departure, 
I could hot help reflecting how much mor^ distress, w^ would have 
known, had the fortune of war reversed our situations. 

Their horses are small, but actite and Tigprous, without the 
streng^i of ours*; and the Lancers^ would certainly have but little 
chance in a charge ag^nst Qur cavalry. . 

These Limo^rs are mere ',tau4rily than well-dressed, with short- 
waisted, narrow-tailed jacket^ of blue or greeny embroidered with 
gold or silver laoe. - /. ' ^ 

Their hats are mostly of letiCther, formed after the old military 
fashion, peaked at the ^rown, iHtH a small tip of leather in front, 
and the whole tasselled off in fine style, ^me; however,, ^ear caps 
of cloth, in the form of a half-circle,. the circular part sewed aroUnd 
and left open for the head at the base, wlbile the^eak is worn in 
front. . . . ' .. 

Their lanoes are abo^t ten feet long, with a steel spear at the head,: 
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i^nd a kathem thong- at the opposite «&d*, i^hick is attached to the 
wmt, ii^ use ^'theser they hutl m^\^ great- precision, and .'being ^uch 
expert horsemen, were they brave as they;, are dexterous, they would 
prove themselves -DMHre diangelroas. opponents. 

Many woudd^d Mexicans. are^ walking the streets, whHe her^ and 
ther^ % bUn^man or. cripple is importi\ning the passers by for i^lms. 

^ Barefooted, dirty, slovenly woijiien, oli; and ywing, with- shawls 
over th^it heads^ throng the squares, or hang ait)and the Muscale . 
Dogerys, wkh. a qaarto-rial ov 3 cent piece in th^ir * fingers, chat- 
tering for th6:fir^w:ater, or elbowing each Other from the coun^r, 
seeking to get ^rst served. \ ' 

. These ^omen, I learn^ are the sweethearts and ^(uves of the' soldiers, 
:.txd it .made my^eia^ achfe to see the poor wretches, as the troops left 
the city, wringing their hands, the big tears coursing each other down 
theiV cheeks, in all the agony of mental suffering : many l^angitig 
around the kncBs of the distressed elpldieirs/ caring nothing for the • 
danger of being trampled upon by th^ horses 4 following on for a 
:,qnare or two as the-^iegiments filedi b£f^ th,e& throwing thentselves 
apon the curbstones of liie ^av/ements, and giving up. to the full 
unguish of their lacerated affections. \ . 

50. Miyor Duersour of the Commissary DepiMrtmeiit, late of thei 
Oldham Foresters, a company in the '2d Kentucky Regiment. He 
had. been an officer u^der General Jacksqm'.at the.baiU^ of New 
Orleans, and was one of the most .ilidefattgaU^, gentlen^anly, and 
business-like soldiers I ever m«t wjlth. ^e had l^e management of 
the -parade-gioond. 

51. The flag of the I«ouisville legion. I^r^sented to the regiment 
TayMissSallieWard. ^ . ♦ ^ 

52. Majors ^Shepherd and Boyd, Idebtenant-Colonel Clay, Major 
Caldwell, Lieutenant-Colonel Bogers ; Row^ Hardin, an inde- 
pendent, volunteer, and afterwards captain of a company to the city 
of Mexico. Lieutenaifit^olbnerMdE^e, Captain Cutter, Lieutenant 
Kinkead, Captain Dougherty, Lieutenant Akin, Sergeant Roseau, 
Private McAbee ; and Brigadier Gteneral Marshal, who ha'4 charge 
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of one 18 poander gun from Monterey to Saltitlb^ but iifkf usin^ 
e^eiy exertion, failed in Arriving in time for the bftttle, nxidM is said 
wept like a child at the failtire.. . ' 

53. A gigantic, brave find kihd>hearted female, who fi^lowed the 
foftones'of the American army. ^ - • 

' 54. The Gnards, Company A, of lioukviUe Legion, ^onimanded- 
by the l^rave and gpentlemanly Captain ^arper. ; . . 

. 55. Stirred by a crone.' A « well known chai'acter often se^ 
squatting; about the. tnarket, or hobbllAg along the streets with a 
stick in het hand, and. basket upon her arm. -She wai^ said <fo have 
been 140. or 150 yecurs of age. * .• * 

56. About 6 miles on. this aide of iMarm, pur train of wagoAs was • 
attacked by the Mexicans;. on Ffbri^ary 23, 1847, and overwhelmed 
by the superiority of iheir numbert, more than a hundred of our 
men^penshed. \ - . ^ 

Tl^e train was commai^ded by Lieutenant Barbour, of the Oldham 
Foresters, l«t Kentucky Infin^, who we^< lAken prisoner. I s|tw 
tiie burning of the wagons oti the night of th;e 24thy firom the roof 
of our quarters in Marin, whither I had .gone with Major ^epherd, 
whohad'march^ at the head of 3 oonfpanies )of the 1st Kentuckiana, 
and 2 of Ohians, wit^ 2 smftll ^eld-pieces, to assist Lieutenani-Oolo- 
nel Irwin, who with 150 men wias surrounded, in Marin by a body 
of ftom six to eight faVoidr^d Lancers. Our. entrance to town, about 
midnight, was disputed by the enemy, and our piquet guards fired 
upon. Immediately our field-pieceSs raked both flanks, it is ^aid with 
considerable slaughtei;, and. we entered towp without loss, much* to 
the satisfaction of the besieged. - > 
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tHE, ADVISING WI^H. 

I - ■ • ' t . y 

■ ■ i TO ^isS M.'S. <?.!..• • * ' 

I cbi^^ lilce the breath of the lilies and rese^, 
From the bc^tutiful groves where the bulbul reposes ; 
O'er the bosom of nature, gold- woven in green, 
With a fciry fraught wish to the bofwer.of my queen ; 
And I urge by the fervor and brightness of youth, 
By the puren^ss of virtue^ and beauty of trutb j 
By ohildbood's young love,* and the tenderness taught, 
As a mother smiled over our earliest thought ; 
By the fairy-like visiOi^s that float on our sky^ . . 
When the future has hung outjier banner of joy ; 
By the first little flowret we meet in the spring, 
By its beauties, and-by the sweet thoughts jt will bring ; 
By the dawn of aflcction — so thrflling'to toe, * 
That taught niy young heart its devotion. to thee; 
' By sympathy's tears, akl they tremblingly flow. ^ ^.. 
O'er the rose cheek of youth at the heavings,€ff- .wm; 
By the lute-breathing softness of earliest love^ f 
As it tunes like the wind-harp it^ passipn to prove ; * 
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By the depths of the ocean, the breadth *qf th« sky, 
By the wild thrill that bursts from the bosom of joy ; 
By the glances that softly, impulsively steal' ' 
From the foili^tiains of light — ras tUey pleasure reveal ; ' 
By the Ipile. stars that break through the azur^ aboy^, . 
Like diamonds besprent o'ter the vesture of love r. 
By the glances of faith that m sympathy, fly, 
And reflect like a mirror each impulse of joy ; 
By the sun when he smiles from a cloud amid showers^ 
By the tints of the rainbow and brieathings of flpwers ; 
By the moonbeams we loved in, our earliest youth, 
As they chequer'd thei hawthorn that trysted our truth ; 
By the pearls, of the ocean, and gems of the earth, . 
By the yearnings maternal that lyoke at our birth ; 
• By all that is beautiful — all that is bright, 
By the glory of day, ahd the grandeur of night ; . ' 

By the whisperings of awe. that the spirit' enshrouds. 
As etternity, folding, rolls onward$ her clouds.; . 
'By tlm discord that jars- o'er the lute of despair, 
When adversity'^ hand is too rudely laid there ; 
By .the ^mile and the tear, that comes tremblingly by, . * 
Companionship- strange,. from the fduntain of joy ; 
By the hope, the great hope, the last hope that ^e feel,. 
Ere the angel of fate breaks eternity's seal ; 
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And the breadth of the future' lay^ 6pen and bare, 
A bright vision of T)liss, or broad gulpfa of despair ; 
Oh, plume the young hopes of thy future, to rise - 
'Mid bright suii^mer gardens that bloom in the skieis ; 
Where perennial roses are trellised in lighf. 
And the glory of love sfpreads.her wings over night ; 
Where angels and cherubs \^ing through the bright bowers, 
That circlingly spread in a rainbow of flowers ; 
' in ttie spring time of youth, ere the rose leaves are shed, 
Or the frosts of the winter lay boar on thy head ;, 
Ere the sparkles that ^ance in thy beautiful eyfe • ' 
Gather feebly their last siJintillations to;'(f^; ^ . 
Like hope in her* bridals of aznr^and i^hiteiv* 
High, higher, still soaring embodied in light; ' '-.. • 
May thy young spirit climb by the cordage of love, 
Until sympathy's chain be establish'd above ; 
And thy prayers, ascending this ladder of gold. 
Bring back the rich blessing thine age shall unfold ; 
While silver wiug'd spirits up-pinioh. thy flight, . 
'To the beautiful home far away in the light. 
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. t'lLiAL affection: ; 

1- . ^- . . • . • OR • •,• . "'' • ' ' . .; . • 

"the^cau^e and cure of LoyE. 

Writte^at the request of LJeutenantrCoIoftel Roger&j of the 
* Louisville Legion, while he held the oAce of. " 

Governor of Monterey. . • ' . ^ 

. - *, 
'TwAS np0B, as tile governor, wending hi« way - 

• Fromtislhome, through the streets of the famed Monterey, 
His heart warm with love, for you well may divine 

' That a soldier's chief thoughts are war, wonieii, and wine, 
It chanc ed, that a lovely yoOng creature rQclined 
In a window enclosure, ^her 'tresses to biftd ; 
He paused, and a smile o» her Jip seem'd to say, 
I should like to take part of your duties away,- ._ ' 
Her eyelids were fringed of the raven's dark dyes, 
And lash?d the bright sparksirom her beautiful eyes; 
. How polish 'd her brow,/where.the veins' purple flow 
Ran bounding in health o'er its surface of s^iow : 
H^r tressejf of jet floated wiWly and^wide, 
So glossy and. bright in their ringlets of pride ; 
Her neck was nil bare, and her bosom heaved wild, 
In a tumult of passion, that spoke nature's child ; 
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And she seem'd scarce of earth, for the fervor of love 
Gives a Spirit 'to thoughts that in purity move. 
Her fairy form, moulded io beauty and grace,. ^ 
Seem'd to iioa);'lili;:e a sytpfa on the light wings of space ; 
Her.trim.little.footy and her ancle— but oh, • 
I shall die of- sheer pleasure if further I 'go $ 
Then .shroud such rare beauties in silence and nig^t, 
* For the senseis grow-si|?k, in excess of delight. 
The govemoripass'd^— and his business o'er, • » 

He returned the same route, he hkdgone by before*, 
And^his beartleapM with joy ^s he reacb'd the glad spot. 
Which, if jaM^k'd on love's' chart, can be'>never forgot, 
€rack, crack,-^and he listeh'd ; craiek, ©rack, catoe again, 
Like musketry firing far over the plain ; 
And oh 'what su sight his affection to smother,— * 
The mother and daughter were Huseing each other. . 



I HAVE BEEN TfeUE TO THEE. 

* I HAVE been true to thee/, no earthly thought 
E^re pass'd the sentinel of bopes or fears. 

But thou Vert still its password, thou hast wrought 
The hues of life, to rainbows-^spanning years; 



1 
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Arches of beauty — set frott smiles td ^eare ; 
. The ypung .epitome of. tenderness ; , • . , 

Tdat shines through ^orrpw, and theJone. heart cheers ; 
A ray of sunshine, coming but.to hiess 
tjie overcharged heart, from pl^asure'a sweet excess. 

* I have been truje to thee/ when buds and flowers 

In .^arly spring-time oped their eyes and siniled ;' * 
The rosy richness came like summer shdwers, ' « • 
f And breathed of thee.; I felt'their fi:^ranee wild 

And liv€id;on passion -rr-a 'n^re &iry .child : 
And thoughts* of thee like some 9weet,. long knownlay, ^ 

Bound by the tenderness of bygone years,- ' :v 
Around the chords of memory s^m'd to play ; . 

Di^olving ^n tfie luxury of tears. 
*I have been true to thee^^ when sorrow wrought 

Her web of darkness/round my aching, heart ; . 
when hopes were spectres unto palsied thought, 

And bitter tears had blotted memory's chart ; 
When every feather upon, fancy's wing . < 

• W^as scatter'd like tlie snow-flakes on the blast, 
Each thought of thee its lovely rays wquid bring, 

Like blushing morning, to light up the past. 

* I h^ye- b^n true to thee,' so true, alasv 

My world of future lives hut in m^ dreams ; 
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' » ^ ... 

^y Eden thou, wbere angel shado>vs pa«B, ,■ • 

And leave me floating in their silvery beams. 
With heaveiv's own light qaen^h'd in the meteor gleams. 

I^he cherub-smiies from gbrio^ purified, 
Like the lost pieiady beaoi no n^ore for me ; 

The stars of memory (me by one have died^ 
And- in the azure left but only thtfe: 



.: ; ■•,/■• ■ •• . . - ■ 

ON THE DEATH 6? MY MOTHER. 

" Tiriie tripiS aloftg, and djgr .by day, 
Steals all my cherish'd hopes away ; 
Those rainbow'd hope;3> undimmM by tears, 
Thjlt areh'd ,with pride my early years. 
No more the heart-lit smile of joy, 
The warm embrace, tiie anxious sigh, 
Tl^ iawn-like look, the hand of care 
That led me to the house of prayer ; 
The well-remember'd song that stole 
Like angel-music o'er my soul. 
Ko more ^the letters o^er the sea, 
Comes gemm'd with love's warm tear^ for me, 
'7 
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To tetl of childhood's- friends, and tales 
Amusing^ of my native Tales.' 

"tiis o'er^ the ties that bound jne fast * 
To mj bved home, are brpke at last ; 
I care not for tliy gentle showers. 
Thy bright green fields and rpsy bo.wers ; 
For what were^ all their beauteous glow. 
Bereft of her who loved m^ so. 
I could have wept my. soul away, 
Could tears have won thy lohg^f stay ; 
Or wring my heart with torturing pain, 
Could anguish bring thee back again; . 
The mournful, smiling, tearful eye, - ., » 
The half-breathed prayear, the bursting sigh. 
The thrilling look when last we parted, 
Too truly told thee broken-hearted. • 

Could I have seen thy fading form. 
While bending 'neath the death-bed j^torm ; 
Watch'd o'er thy- couch, and 'tended thee, 
Or heard thy last warm prayer for me ; 
I would have kiss'd the heavenly sonle 
Th^t lighted up thy face the while ;/ * 
Yes, tiiy last dying prayer^ they say, 
Blest the lone wand'rfer far away : ' ♦ . 
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SucU fiaith, and hope, and strengtb were^ven^ 

Death's pangs were lost in view of heaven ; 

Thy Saviour'* love a.halp spread 

Of sunshine o'er thy dying bed, 
. I^bb'd gloomy death of all its woes, 

And} soothed thee to thy last 'repose. 

Coniey gentle Peace, sweet stranger guest, 
. Came,<make thine home within my breast, 
^ And say, sweet nymph, why I alone 

Thy fondling sodileiS Have scarcely known ? 

The jun^hine of thy soft blue, eye, 

But points me to a far off joy, • 

And ere I jreach the gilded prize. 

The flattering vision- fades and dies ; 

Poor wounded Hope no more will bring 
• A shelter, 'neath her wearied wing ; 

And Fancy in her heavenward flight. 

Lags 'mid the dark'ning shades of night, 

Or pointsime to my own loved isle, 
* And shows the well-reineinber'd smile. 
In vain I view the hrigbt blue sky. 

The lowly vale, or mountain high ;, 

The gliding river, wild and free, 

Deep, rushing to the broad-spread sea ; 
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The silent glen, the dimjjling rill, 
.The woody* glade, the gentle hill 5 . 

The gay, blithe bird, tlie bounding fawh, 
Tb^ wild-rose peeping 'neath the thorn ; 
The egkntitie, the *viol6t blue. 
The sparkling geYns of morning's dew; 
The deep, dark forest swathed in dun, 
The crimson curtam'd evening's sun ; « 
.All nature blooms for me in. vain,r:— 
Lfeel tio joy, I fear no pain* 

Whatthpugh a forced, unmeaning smile, > 
Light up my features for awhile, 
'Tis but the flickering flame that plaj's. 
To gild the lamp's last dying rays ; 
No hope. for me, no pitying eye, 
No love-warm tear, no gentle sigh ; 
No whisperM prayer, no kindly hand 
To guide me in a stranger land. 
The few gay flowers! chance to see. 
Fade, droop, and die, when^nursed by me; 
The chords of soul untuned remain, - • 
Or only* wake to notes of pain ; 
. While jaded memory titrns to thee, 
Thou loved onCi o'er the dai]c, deep sea. 



WHAT IS LIFE: 77 



,; . xiNE-s ."■ 

ON THB DCATH OP tHE LAMENTED JOBN M. HARRUIOK, WBO FELL 
A VICTIM TO A FALSE CX)DB OF 60N0R. 

. He is gpne to bis home, and tho' 5oi7o\y o'ertook Mm, 
. It came as the crucible, comes to the gol^ ; 
It came like th^ breeze o'er the Vuds, as it shook him 
His virtues like rose-leayes began to unfolcJ. 

He fdt that his Saviour had smiled o'er his sorrow, 
He saw the white wings of his pardon unfbld ; 

And he look'd up tilbft to- that beautiful morrow, 
Whose morning iiS; curtain 'd with crimson and gold. 

The angel of mercy had breathed o'er his error, 
In eloquence fresh from the fountain of love ; 
" The death he hiaid dared was disarmed of its terror. 
And now his freed spirit sleeps sweetly above. 

WHAT IS LIFE? 

What is life ? the wounded mind-t- 
The spirit broken and confined ; 
^^ The faded form, the soul's deep strife, 

\ • • • s 

In echoes answer-^what is life ? 

7* ■ 
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\yhat is life ? a broken chain, 

A weary roadj a couch of pain ; 

A few faint blessings. little prized, . » 

A thousand fappes ilnrealized- 

What is life ^ a, bank of flowers, 
Withering and unnurst by showers ; . 
A winter^s sunj whose quivering beam 
Sheds but a momentary gleam. 

What is life ? a shower of^tears,- 
A shortei;i'd round of misspent years ; 
. A dream that^s broke^i ere its close, 
A battle scene 'mid hosts of foes. 

Whs^t i;s life ? its tinselPd toys 

Are but' the mock of real joys; 

A play where gaudy groups are seen, 

And death presides to drop the scene. 



WHY PART Wi: IN SORROW? 

Why part We in sorrow i thine image shall be, . 

'Mid the din of the battle, a beacon to me ; 

« 

Like att angel, thy spirit shall sl^eld me unseen. 

And when death points his sword throw a buckler between. 



■¥ 



• 
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Why part we in sorrow ?- afiectkm may lay^ 
' These pearls on 6Ur ofaeek, but to smile them away $ 
{While the pherub 0/ hope wafts her wings over pain, 
And whispers in music we'll s6on meet again, * 



THEKE'S A DEAB lilfTL^T^HIEP. 

A SONG. 

There's a dear little thief that has stolen my heart, 

And leads me a troul^lesome chase ; 
And Cupid refuses the use of his dart, 

To gain for^'me her's in its place. 

Oh, stop her, and kindly persuasions impart, 

To save me the pain I so dread ; 
And coaxingly win her to give me htr heart, 

And take me. with mine in its stead. ' 

I have pass'd me unscathed 'mid the battle's wild roar, 
Where the bombs hid the blue of the $kies ; 

But believe me, I shrink 'mid the danger far more, 
Prom a battery oLteautiful'eyes. 
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Then stop the young thiei. wUle I gather the chain, 

Wi:ought out by the..yulcan of loye ; 
And Hymen '^lill rivet tpge&er the tiii^in, 

And blifiis the sweet bondage appro ve. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

The slumber of death closed thy beautiful eyes, , 

And thy bosom lay pillseless and cold ; 
The bud of .thy spirit \vas bchrne to the skies, 
' In the garden of love to unfold. 
Thou art laid in the grave, and the incense of flowers 

Is breathed from the turf o'er thy bed ; 
And wild birds are carolling lays in the bowers, 

That weave themselves over thy head. 
The span of thy life was coritfacted by pain, 

Yet now thou nfi tappy and free ; . . — 
And eternity's tide will unite }is ags^in. 

Then why diould we sorrow for thee f \ 
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THE .BOWL. . > 

Away,, away, with the sp^kling bowl, 
Its blushes no longer shall me control ; 
Its syren smiles would ehchain my soul ; * 

Away, away. ^ 

I have hung on its rosy lip for years, 

Till its poisonous breath my memory sears ; 

It embitter'd a dying mothei;'s tears ; 

Away, away. 

It branded my brow with the mask of care, 
I^hid in its folds, but the deijaon was there ; 
I shpank from its grasp, but it whisper'd despair. 

How dark, how dark. 

But the eagle of hope in its glory once more, 

With itsTjrpad spreadingwiiigs o'er my pathway shall soar, 

Ami all nature open her beautiful store, 

. . To cheer my way. . 
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THE FLAG OF THE LOUISVILLE LEGION; 

SESPECrrULLT IN9C)UBBD TO 

Miss SALLIE WARD, OF LOUISyiLLE, KY. 

After the battle of JVIonterey^ the first jolunteer flag that waved 
'from the battlements of the citadel, wai3:the ^ne pFesentdd to 
- the LouisvUle Legion, by Miss S. Ward. 

Float wide on the breeze where the battlements rise, 
Between the proud inountains whose tops kiss the skies ; 
Reflecting the hues of the rainbow, that glows 
O'er the dark crimson current that gush'd from our^faes. 

Float on in thy beauty, unsullied by shame, 
We received thee with pride and return thee the same ; 
E'en the fire-breathing bomb bow'd.its head when it came. 
And the. foe. paid respect to the brave Legion's name. 

Thou wert given in trust, and wer guarded thee well. 
Not a rent or a soil on thy folds can e'er dwell ; 
'Twas an angel /that gave thee, and God will prevent 
A dishonor, or sh^me, on the blessing He sent. 
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AGEOSTie TO A MOTHER 

Ere time. haid taught oiy T^rahdering feet to stray ,^ ^ 

Like a lost bird^ faif froni my home away, 

In fond afiectipn thou hast. o'er me smiled, 

Zeal ^ariti'd thy heart, and blest thy way wa<d child. 

And shall: those mopents ever be/forgot, 

When my loved home was deeinM a sacfcd spot? 

My crowding memory now brings back to view, 

In rosy seniles, the playmates onqe I knew, 

Like fairy dreams, in golden linkiS they bind 

Sweet thoughts, tq mix with cares Ihat cro^d behind. 

Tell me, my mother, dost thou think on me 

Ea'bfa dayy as when I sat upon thy knee, 

And thow wouldst part the curls upon my brow ? 

Dear mother, ,tell me, dost thou love me now ? 



DESPONDJENCY. 

Writl^n on having broken the Temperance Pledge after four years' 
• . Abstinence. 

I'm caring no more for my birds or my flowers, 
. "Their music or breathings are painful to me ; 
For a dark cloud is cast»o'er my wearisome hours, 
And the wings of my spirit but sigh to be free. 
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Though er»or has cross'd like a blight o^er my heart, 
And left me d ^redc to remorse and tQ shame, 

Are there no drops of pity the kipd can impart, . . ' 
To wash out the spot that has sullied my name ?' 

Oh, yos, there are those of, the kindest and best,. 

Whose smiles, like the sunshine, will lighten my soul, 

On whose counsels iny weak, wounded spirit may rest, 
While they bear with my failings and pardon.the whole. 

Yet should the wide world cast its victim aside, 
And after contrition no favor be shown ; 

The wing of my Spirit shall cower in. its pride,i 
And n^st in a limited world of its own. 



^ TO 

Take back' the rosy smile, 
That sweetest smile of thine ; 

Oh take it, and make, other hearts 
As desolate as mine. 

Take back the dewy tear, . 

And weep for others' woes, ' 
Go, bid the bright gem linger where 

The dew drops kiss the rose. 
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Take back those blissf&l hours, 

Yet oh, 'tis 4eath to pairt, ■ 
When memory v^eathes her faded flowers 

Around the breaking heart. 



•; . SONG. ■ . 

Air — *>* Oh' no, I'll never mention him/' 

Come, listen to thy Mary's strain^ 

It breathes of lOve and joy, 
To chase awa^y the clouds of pain, 

That flit o'er sorrow^s sky. 

To take thee back to happier hours, 

When sunshine beamM around. 
And hope was twining buds. and flowers. 

In fancy's fairy ground.' . 

Oh, do^s thy Mary love thee less 

Since fortune fled thy bower ? 
And has thy babe no charm to bless I * 

Life's dullest, darkest hour ? 

8 ■■ 



\ 
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Come, cheer^a^ay the misty, gloofiiy 

That clouds thy brow with pain, 
And summer skiesj and^ summer's bloom, 
* Will nrake life bright again. 



• TO MAY. 

Come, ever gentle May, . 

Thou flowery nymph of spring ; 
Whose stniles can mdke the Valleys gay^ 
* The merry woodlands ring ; 
Thy golden besoiti bare display, 
- Thy softest y sweetest music bringi 



Thy brow 'with blossoms crown'd, 

Thy robes pf grefett afitid 'olue ; ' ; . 

The ^)rimrose ling'ring where thou'rt fqund, 

• With flowers of every hue, 
I To spread a couch for thee-p-sweet maid, 
' By some lone ^rot dr rural shade. 

Thine eye, the morning's ray, 
; Thy frown, the gentle breeze ; 
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Thy, smile, the sunny beams. that play . 
; . Among the. spicy :trees : • * i 

, iThine hopes, a. show of fairy flowers, ' ' . 
Of glowing fruit, and gilded hours. 



^. • 



; ACROSTIC. 

I ' ., 'To M. Tf N. • . i . 

v.. ■ 'l 

'May rosy plt»asures cluster round the^, 
■ Jntheix-earlijest, freshest- bloom ; i 

Sorrow's shadows never t)ound thee, 
Spreading darkness, care and gloom ; < , 
May thy curtain'd eyelids close" . j 

Their jeweVs up in sWeet repose ; 
Nursing fairy dreaps, that rise 
Ethereal, ^mid brightest skies ; I 

Virtue., like ai^ angel fair^ , j 

In beauty cradle thee with cfare ;^ 
While from each bough of life is springing 
Swfeet blossoms, in wild fragrance clingihg. 
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. TO MY MOTHER. 

The lingering buds of my youth, 

Have bloom'd into flowers, and shedt . 

The maythorn of beauty, that smiled over truth ; . 
.My young dawn of pleasure is fled ; *^ 

Hope's smiles are betrayin^y and nothing beguijes, 

Save.a father's anection, a mother's fend smiles. 

^There's a poison beneath the world's .sn;iile, 
Like thorns on the sw^et sum'f;ner rose ; 

I gaze on its blushes with pleasure awhile, 
And still it more beautiful grows ; 

I snatch to my bosom the coveted prize. 

Where, 'withering, drooping, it wounds as it dies. 

Say, mother— though distant from thee, , 

Say dost thou not think oh thy child, ^ > 

With a smile, .when his wish and his prospects agree. 
With a tear, when all's gloomy and wild ? 

I fancy I feel thy afieation still speak, 

In the Warm, glowing, kiss fancy placed on my cheek. 



■ ' . ' LINES, S9 

Farewell, Aou hast loved me so true,-. 

The worldf is forgiven in thep; ^ ' 

I'll smile on the envy that wounds me ane^ 
When I fancy thou smiiest upon me ; 
For oh, thoil liast loved mewhen friendship has flown, . 
.With the world's share of love, and two shares of thine own. 



EPIGRAM. 

A bee, while havering round a lip, 

Where .wit and beauty hung, ' 
Misif)ok its bloom, .atid fl^w to sip, 
. But ah, the bee got stu^g. . - 



J8UPP0SED TO BE WRITTEN BY MRS. C MARVIN. ON THE B^EArH OP 
' HfeB MOTHER. , !• 

' r \ ' ' ' ' ' -^ 

No mother, no friend ! they have borne her away. 
And laid hec all helplessajnd cold in the clay ; 
No mother have I, but hef spirit shall bej 
'Till I follow her home, a kind l^eacon to me.' 

8» ' * 
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No mother, no friend ,-:-the fire-side of my youth * 
Ts invaded by strangers^ deserted by truth ; 
. The smiles of affection that welcomed my stay> 
All f;^ded and fled, when they bare her away* 

My mother, my friend, when I knew thy last breath 
Had escaped from tKy lips, 'riiid the anguish of death, 
In the frenzy of hope, as I hung o'er thy bed, 
I Vould hot, I -could not, imagine thee ,dead. 

Dear mother, farewell ; whfen over thy tomb 

.Th€ green grass shall grow^ and the y^ild flowers bl6om. 

While sorrowing over' my happier years, 

PU water their beautiful blosspms with tears* 



The wakening sun, with rosy hae,\ 

Among the casement bud^ is peeping;; . 
The birds are carolling anew, 
• Yet-thou, ajas, my love, art sleeping* 

Awake, awake,— the breathing morn, ^ 
O'er dew]^ rose and woodbine stealing, 

Woosthe s^i^et beauties newly born, 
And blushes o'er the charms revealing. 
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4>^al^c, ^nd ope those liqakl ejes, 
That 'neath siik fringes. hide their beaming; 

Awake in beauty,^ ancl surprise 

The itifanlt sun's gay dawn of' gleaming. 



; THE FIRST RQSES OF SPRmG. 

Ye are conqe my sad heart to beguile, ^ 
In the blush- of your beautiful hue ; 

The fairest and welcomest flowers that smile, 
Within th.e wid-e arch of blue. 

' ■ ' . ' '■ 

From Araby odors ye bring, 

And ye steal the warm tints.from the skj, 

And scatter your pearly bright- beauties in spring, 

As if nature ne'er meant ypu to die. 

The soft crimson blush of each lip, 

*Mong the green leaves and buds that abound 
Seems pouting in richness, and parted to sip 

The dew that is felling around.' 

Ye baw to the breath of thie Morri, 

And cover his wings with perfume ; . 

And woo the gay bee in the earliest dawrn, 
To rest on your bosoms of. bloom. 
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. ^ '•♦«..' . 

^Ye have brought bgtck the passion of love,* ^., 
For a moment to Avarin my- lone breast, * v 
And pointed to undying roses above, 
»That smile tbrotsgh eternity's rest. 



^ SMILteS AND TEARS. ' 

'' , . . ^ . ' ' 

Bright are the smiles ar-Ound rosy Kp^ straying, 
Half parted in sweetpess, unknown ^to betraying, ^' 
Like Love in his beauty. *roUnd may-flowers playing. 
How bright are the smiles. '. 

Sweet are the tears from the fountains of feeling. 
When the blush of thje soul brightens up at revealing 
The synjpathies treasured too long for concealing.' 
How sweet ^e the tears. 

Yet tweeter, when meeting, like dew-drops -on rx)ses, 
. The smile drinks the tear, and a rainbow discloses, 
Overarching the heart, where in love it reposes, ^ 
^ . The gem pf the soul. 
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. : / TO SORROW.; 

Oh, Sorrow, thou weed of the mmd, •_ ' ' 

Engender'd krhl dfirkea'd by care ; 
Thb'u pale^ wither'd. wreath, for oppression to bind 

Round the'comfortiess brow of despair : 
Thou stealest from beauty its roses away, 

While the'life-tlo^soms, withering, droop and decay. 

■ ) 

Oh, Sorrow, say why dost thou cling 

So close to the bosom of pain ; ' • 

Say, does npt afiSiction sufficiently sting, ^ ^ 
That thou should 'sf repeat it again ? , 

And why. from the heart, 'ipid the anguish of years. 

Dost thou ling thro' the eye the sad streamlets of tears ? 

. Do, Sorrow, let innoceiice rest, . .' . ' 

And smile upon childhood and youth ; , 
Be gayety, folly,^ or beauty thy guest, " . . 

But favor the flowrets* of truth ; ; 
Spare, spare the young branches their dejicate form, 
And break not t}ie boughs that .bend under the storm. 
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TO 



r would" not t^win^ a wreath of flowers, , 

To grace my simple, song 4. 
Their sweets arc like Igve'sfleetipg^ 'hours,. 

Too byight to linger long. 

May cheering Hope, with angel smile, 
Throw sunteams o'er your teats ; ^ / ' 

And please gild the path of toil, '. . 
Aloli^:^ii&^i^ale 0^ years. • ... , - ' 

' '"'!'■ J •■• '\.' ' . ' ' ' • . 

May every wish" thy sdul cah knoX^, 

Affection's brigh/ji^t ray, .^ .' 

Be tliine — a Jyigering charm to throw . 
Around life's chequer'd way. 

■ . -^ •■ .. ■ 

.. LIN^S. .... ■, 

Written in Clifton/Grove, near Nottingham, England, the favorite ^ 
haunt of the lamented Henry Kirke White. 

The blushes of morning had*'tinged the blue sky. 

As I gazed pn the beautiful scene ; 
The wild bird was tea,cliing its^tiestlings tb fly 

O^er the flower-studded vista of green. ^ 
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On its bosom the violet and kifig-cup appearM, , » 

And ebwslips and primroses smiled ; . 
Where' knots of dark 'blue-bells in beauty w^rereaPd, 
• And crimson-tippM daisies grew'wild. , 

The gold-blossotnM furz^, the maytUorn its bloom ; 

The lark as it warbled its song ; 
The -dark, embower 'd shades of impervious gloom, 

And the riy€?r that glided fdong-^ . 

Were sw^et to my vi^ew, and the shadowy tVee, 
. The rose just emerged from its- bu^, 
The moss-cbver'd bank*that^ enclosed the green lea, 
Smiled fair from the mound where I stood. 

And oft in the glad^, Irom the cJiflPs rugged height,. 
Have I gazed on the scerie when alone i 

Watch'd the fisher-boy's skiff as it glanced on my sight, 
And fancied the prospect my' own. 

No moVe through thy shades may I^ens\vely stray, 

When eve on thy*bloss6ms shall bloW ; 
As night gives a charm to the moonbeams that play, 
. Through thy trees, on the waters below. 
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Farewell to.thybeautiful ro^y-wreaAed bo\r^ri*; 

Far over the ocean I rove; 
Yet the brightest of scenes in^y happiest hours, 

,Will breathe of the sweet Clifton Grove, • 



A :pICTUREl , ; 

I saw her when her morn 6f life was young, ,■ 
In loveliness, Kke maiden flowers of sprihg ; 
A fawn-like beauty beaiiing from hct eyejs, , 
A music breathing in her soft warha sigKs; .. ' 
Adown bcfr neck the waving tresses hung,. 
Around her smiles b thousand be&liities clung, 

The dimple slyly peeping ^neath the rose ; , . 

Her brow o'ershaded' by her locks of gold, ' 
A bosom where Hope^s bird htid ouilt her. ne^, ' 
To be by sorrow early disposisest. 
For love crept in with' sly insidious art, ' ^ 

And filch'd Hie fervor of her guileless heart ; • 

Charm'd like a snake j arid left a fatal sting, 
That 'flush 'd^ber cheek and mock'd.her souPs repose ; 
Stole the rich gem that clasped her chain of truth, 
And girdled guilt around her blighted youth. 
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Can mercy o'er the wretch her ^ings unfold, 
Qr^gilcl his peijured'treatheiy with gold ? 
.Too Soon for him remorse, and shame will come, 
Ai^d festering in bis bosom find a home.. 
Or, ^ unscathed life's wasti^ he passes through, 
Eternity will shape a yengeance dtte> 



r 



THOSE KINGLETS. - 

Mark'd you the Wavy tresses' graceful flow, ^ 
In glossy fulness o'er that neck of snow ? { 

And that'fair br6w,whose clust'ring ringlets play 
Where the blue veins in shadowy nchne'ss lay. 
Here, bound in silkefi net- work scarce confined, 
There, gently waving sportivie in the wind.;^ 
Here, where the golden fillet faintly shines, ^ 
Beneath the auburn richness it confines, 
While rav^n-wing'd in bekuty float those curls, 
• Beneath a diadem of clust'ring pearls. 



\ 
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THE SHIPWRECKED SAIIX)R BOY, 

The mom has fled the brow of night, 

The blue waves wash the crag's rough side ; 
' 'Tis.dark and ciheerless, save the light 

Of yen pale star,, my feet to guide ; 
On unknown rocks my bark is dash'd, 

My locks are drehch'd, no help is nigh ; 
Where danger yawns by. waves Pm wash'd, 

Without a hop/e, the Sailor Boy, 

My honje is far acrqss the main, . ' 

Where nature strews l>er wildest flowers,. . 
Where freedom leads hi^r smiling train, ^ . 

And beauty gilds the gliditig hours ; / 

But. home, alas, no more will cheer. 

Friends y^ill heave the anxious sigh ; 
While I alone, 'mid deserts drear, 

May wander, \vild, the Sailor Boy. 

He spoke, and loud the leiupest beat. 
The winds re-echoed far and near ; • ^ 

The waves' hoarse murmuring lash'd his feet, , 
His cheek grew pale, he shrunk with fear ; 



LINES ADDRESSED^ TO FRIENDS. 99 

Tin all at once, more loud, more dread, ^ 

As if impatient. to destroy,' 
They rush'd impetuous o'er his head, 

And sunk in death the Sailor Boy. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO FRIENDS, 

ON THEUl LEATING ENGLAND FOR AHERICX. 

'.- . • . ' . ; • . ' , . t 

Fare ye »weU, yet pause awhile, 

"Where love and friendship weeping stand,; 
Where all the flowers of nature smile,' 

And woo you to your native land ; 
The scenes of youth, and childhpod's joys, 
No ii^ore shall greet your longing eyes. 

Adieuj adieU. 
-' • . •. • i 

• When ateve, his circuit rolPd, • " / ' 
The blushing sun retires from vie^v ; • ; 
Scattering wide his scales of gold 

O'er the waters, darkly blue, . 
Ocean wild his biiro\^y bed, 
With night the curtain round him»spread.. 

Then think on me. 
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i : . " • 

Wneir the tempest rends the skyV ■ * 

When tjie waves in fury roll ; 
When the white foam gather^ high,- 
^nd the thuhder darfces the pole, 
When the bolts of heaven are hurled, 
Look aloft, beyond the world, 

i' ' - Whereall is calm. 

» * ", . ' ' • 

Fare ye w^ll— respond the word^' 

And ^ your white cliffs fade from view,-. •*, 
One look of love, one tear afford, 

One lon^g, lingering, warm adieu ; 
And when recedes her last green hill, 
Breathe in ^ sigh, I love thiee. still, 
- ■» « ^ My father's home. 



BEAUTY'S BOWERS. 

Away, away to' Beauty's bowers, . . 

Young LoVe is smiling, away away;. ■ 
Let 11$ {Scatter «the: pearls from the rpsy-cHp'd flowers. 

And kiss the bright morning's jBarly ray. 



.BEAUtY's BOVVERS. 101 

Away, away Wh^re Jthe wpbdbiiie creeps, 

Raund the blushing rose in the lonely glen ; 
We^ll trip it along where the young fawn sleeps, 
'And wake the lark to his song again. 

. • ^ ^ 

Away, away, while the sylvan- lutes . ' 

Are breathing their softest notes fot Ihee ; 
And blossoms still linger, unwilling that fruits 
^ Should rob them of beauties sO wild and free. 

^Away, away to the winding brooks, - . ^ 

Where the hazels deep shado:^ the beautiful streams ; 

Away, ere the sun o'er the moiintkins look's, 
And mars the flowers with his fiery beams* . 

Away, away to our own loved grot, 

And we'll echo our warmest v6ws to-day ; 

Love's holding a feast \n the blooming spot. 
And beckons us thither — away, away^ 

^ ■ " •• • • " ■ • \ ' ^\ 

Away, away, where the young god sleepSj^-itJ ''•■'.'■ji: 

Of the rosy lip and the laughing eye ; , *- • 
Strewing his .smiles where sorrow weeps, . 

And stealing a' pang from the parting sigh. ' 
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Away, away, though Ae roses fadte, 

And the sun from hiis warm £aimmer braining sever, 
Yet love shall sprinkle his rays o'er the shade, ^ 

And light up affection's jurii forever... . - 



Farewell! and I could say lio more, 

The chords that tuned the s^ul werfe broken ; 

Her tears ran eloquently o'er, ' V j 

Responsive to my parting token. / . 

Faiiewejl ! yet oh 'tis bard to part, . 

When memory wrings the tortured soul ; ^ 
And death-like streams around.the heart 

i Their withering tide of feelings roll. ' 

Farewell, Jiope's fondest, latest ray, 
In gem-like tear-'dropS sparkled there, 

AfTectipn gazed her soul away, *• 

Then hurrying, wildly, sought despair. . ' 



.^ 
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3' .<■'>'.' 



AGROgTJ0; 3P0 E. B. W.. 

Each. rosy smile fliaLt Jights thy radiant eye, 
Beaitns like the/iVys t|iaf gild a summet sky. 
When yoiing Apro^a dips her ^ings in light^ 
And throw^ Ms'^ght beams o'er a world of night. 
, Round thy feir'forii each grace of nature plays, 
" Reflected in a thousand beauteous rays ; 
. Ethereal .tirtue, like an angel's wing,- 
Nursed thy pure soul, and bad^ such beauties spring. 



^ ■ SONG. 

* * ' 

Air — "Here's a health to one I love dear/' 

Here's a bumper brimful for our friends,v 

And a frown and a iig for our fo^s ; 
And may he who sfoops meanly t0(^ain hiis own ends. 

Never more know the sweets of repose. 

Though folly and ignorance join, 

To blight the young buds of our fame. 

Their slander a moment may injure the vine, 
But its fruits will be blushing- tiie same. 
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Then here is a bumper to truth^ 

May its^ banners wave wide a^ the world,^ 
And a fig foi the mortal, in age or in youth, 

Who has not its banner unfurPd. 



FAREWELL TO . .... .^ 

Farewell,' the .star of Hope grows pale ' 
Upon lone memory's shoreless chart ; 

Aad wearied, lingering moments, fail. 
To bring l6st pleasures to my heart.. 

Farewell, I love to. link thf past . / 

With w;hat my trembling heart now Teels ; 
Like sunbeams over skadows cast. 

That many a cherish'd joy reveals. 

' •' ' • . . , • j" 

Farewell ; yet should Time's broken wing. 
Fail in her long, adventurous flight, 

Perchance eternity may bring * 

The promised bliss, in worlds of light. 
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^ 



THj: WISH, 

I wish, but oh, I dare not say, 

Th^' warmest wish I feel ior thee ; 
I wi^h thine hours may float as gdy 

As sunbeams o'er the dark blue sea. . 

:\ • ■ .• . 

I need not ask thy form more fair, 

Thine eye mor$ full of sympathy, 
Thine own sweet smile, ^while lingering, there, 

Forbids the thoughtless Vish for thee. , 

'- Yet may I wish thee brighter years, 
A bosom free from every sorrow, 
A cheek unblanchM by pain oi' tearsi^ 
, . And smiles for ^very future morrow, . 



LOVE AND .THJ] BUTTERFLY. 

♦ •' 

Love Wander'd one day'^by the Butterfly's, wing, 

And they flitted froiii bower to bower. 
While gayly be sting of the beauties that spring- 
In the far off groves, where the nightingales sihg. 
And they revell'd from flower to flower. 
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The Butterfly spread his bright wings so ^y, 
And painte^d- them o'er and o'er • ' "' 

And shgok the warin tints in the sunny ray,' 

And welcomed the rosy god to play, 

And he thought o{ his cares no more. . 

The air was baloi, and'the haeadows were gay, ^ 

And beauty was laughing around, 
And light were their hearts on that*bright summ.erd^y, 
With the rich blossoms blushing on every spray,. 

And the ripe fruits clustering round. 

■' •* ' . • 
They traveU'd afar from the Butterfly's bower, 

Where his mother was drooping her wi«g. 
Sighing, Why has he wander'd from flower to'flower, 
Ere his delicate "pinioms have gain'd their power, 

While be yet is so young a thing? , 

A storm came iMi, arifd they lost their way, 

As the Butterfly Weary had grown ; ». 
And the young god smiled when he saw. him lay^ 
Sayinj^, This is no plac^ for love to stay; ' . 

And he left him to perish aloije- 
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p. E. WILSON TO HIS SISTER SARAH, 

ON HE» HAVW^G LEFT HOME FOR A DISIJaKT SCHOOL. 

We miss thee^ sister, whea the morn 

Breathes^ fragrance over hill and. dale ; 
We miss thee, when the meal-time horn 

Winds its wild echoes through .the yale ; 
We miss th6e in the noontidje's ray ' 

Beheath the locust's silv,er flowers ; 
W^ nriss thee at the close of day, 

When sunset gilds the lingering hours ; 
We miss thee when the blushing sky, 

Laughs over nature's bloefm iti joy; 
We miss thine eye's dark, beaming ray, 
.\ Thy bounding fo6t, and gleesotne play ; 
I miss thee, .sister, 'wh^n I've heoix . 
O'er crag and dell, 'ftiid. forests* green; 
■ I miss thy light^ and joyous call, » ' « 

: By tangled brake, ot waterfall ; 
I miss thee by^tke purling, run, 
WTiere minnows sparkle 'neath the sud ; 
And we, more wild and blest then they. 
Upon the mossy bajiki would play, 
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Or sit beneath the shade for hours 
Entwining garlands gay of flp^^rs* ' 
, I misS thee when the berries blush, ' > 
In yon deep glen, on briar or £ush ; 
For when I prick'd my finger, thy 
Sweet tiears would fill in either eye,, 
And I would take thy hand ia play, • » 

• And kiss thosie pe^ly tears. away;' ' 
' While coaxing' thee to cry no more, 

I loved thee better than before. ' 

I miss thee when the thurider call ' ,- 
Di^s into murmurs thi;ough th^ hall ^ ' 
How we in scenes so dread would ding, 
And whisper— 'ti8 a fearful thing* ' 
Time may restore thee, thou loved token, 
A jewel polifih'd and unbroken ; 
But will there be the laughing eye, 

• The artless look, the wild reply? • • 
The young unstudied grace that brought 
A truths And strength to every tboiight ;' 
The fervor of a love, that bore 

A richness ever teeming o'er ; 
Th^ sympathetic tear that playM 
In pity's softest, sweetest shade -; 
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. . ♦ ( 

. The careless laugh, gay, m\d and free, 

Aiid ah>' the same warm JoV€ for me ! ' 

Say 3|. sister, will not other joys . 

Steal tho3^ We .now so foodly* prize? 

While sweetness, innocence and ttutB, 

But ripen with thy growing youth y 

Or will .the powers of reason play, -^ ** 

T6.steal,the opening^ bloom away? 

But hush, I know th'ou'lt ever be 

Aj5 good, and mild, and Innd to me. ' 

* • » 1^ 

LINlES ON THE DEA^H OF P. E. WILSON, 

SON OF A.. J. WILSON, NBAR DANVILLE,^ KY. 

* ' Oh," 'twas a paournful sight-^tfie jaws of Death 
Not long were busy, yet his wfietted.fangs 
Becamef insatiate. How calm he seem'd, 
Wooing with angel smile the dark, strong power. 
Already tugging at the silver cprds ^ 
That bound his soul. to earth : he knew his fate, 
Y'et strengthened by the arm that conquered death. 
He smiled on all around, his own sweet smile 
Now lighted up by love ; the conscious tear« 

;'10 
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> ■ • ' 

Like gems, fast falling, dropp'd from every >eye. 
So young, so beautiful, an,d so beioyed ; 
Earth had no place for such, exotic rare, ^ 

And angels 'wooed him to a brightier world". 
Sleep on, thine image lives within ♦the heart ' . 
.Of all who knew thee,- and thy modest worth ! 
Needs no proud mojiument id tell thy praise. . 



THE MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR HER SON. 

Soitly he sleeps-r-yet his freed spirit hears 
His mother's moans; or drops 'mid her's bis tears ; 
. If saints weep tears, such symjxathy and love^ 
Blending, perchance, may. form the stars above. 

Oh might this' be, then should a motKfer's eye 
Be frequent pointed to that far off sky, 
To.g?iin a token from some shining gem^_ 
That* glittering beams amid night's diadem. 

And her lone heart w6uld hail the happy tide, ,, 
That bore her spirit to his long-loverf sid^ ; ' • 
And there commingling, like their smiles afid te^rs, 
, In union blend, to shine through countless years. 
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TO ONE I ONCE MET. \' 

Lad j^,' whose eyes of liquid light, , ' 

la geiQ-like beauty met my sight, 

Whose gentle tones wese music's soul, • . 

Soft as o'^r'angeFlips mi^ht rolk; ' - ^ 

Whose smiles were like spring's jppeiiing flowers, 

In natuyi^'s onvn* domestic bowers y 

'^Vihose mind ffom o'er those sweet Hps straying, 

Se^'d eloquence in wildness p^lajing ; 

Whose grace, and ^legaijce, and "ease, 

.Might cause tio other form to please. 

Lady, I ne'er m^ay meet again 

Such movements of .delicious pain ; , \ * ' 

It was indeed a pain to p«rt, -^ ' < 

That left an anguish rgund my heart; 

For qh, ^Uch glowing colors' fly 

But pnce across life's fitful sky. 



112 MISCELLA^NEOUS POEMS. 



LINES 



r 



ON SEEINd A STRIKING P01iTRA;T, &Y YENABLl, OF A LITTLE GIRL, 
DAUGHTER OF T. HITCHELL/ESQ. 

RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO THE ARTIST. 

A beautiful chiid, 'in its innocent play/. 
Had wander'd the fields, from its home far away ; 
And the butteiilies hoyer'd aroufncl her for hours, 
Mistaking her. cheek's rosy blushes for flowers ; • 
How light was her laugh, and her footsteps how free, 
As the mocking-birds echoed her wild chanting glee. 

No thought of the past, or a care for the morrow, 
Ere dpen'd, ill finger'd, the curtains pf sorrow ; - 
The past was young rose-buds, all ifolded in love. 
For a future of foses-^^and ^.oh may they prove, 
As thine innocence paints "tjiem, in fancy's young morn, 
All dew-lipp'd and blushing, and free from "a thorn. . 

How gayly she gathers th^ flowers for a bisd, > 
Or playfully weaves them in wreathes for her bead ; 
Or sits, herself down by the brook in hjer play. 
And dabbles her foot as it ripples a>vay. ^ 

Trip hbme little Lu, you've been fib^ent for hours, - 
And the sun lays aslant oa the gr^ss and the flowers. 
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Ancl ypUr Ma hasvbeea watting and looks for you now, ' 
With ft kiss <m hcrjij) fhr your'beautifuL brow ; . . - 
And your Papa. is, scolding, and frets at your ^tay, 
Foj: he never feels right when, his Lv is away, ^ 

* • • • ~ 

ACROSTIC TO E. H. P. T, 

Each blest young joy affection's soul can. feel, , , ^ . 

Hourly he thine, life's truest warmest weal, 

Pour a rich tribute 0*er thy futu£e years, 

Taking from sorrow all its bitter tears,. 

And strewing hbpe*s spring, sweetest5 fairest flowers, 

Like thornless rose-buds, 'over scented* hours.; 

•Brightening thy prospect through the vaJe of llears. 

Over the hills of age, beyond long years. 

Till, angels bear thee on th^ wings of Lpve, r 

To that blest land that saints enjoy above; ' 



TO MISS 



Thy smiles come like a gold wing'd beaming sta^, 
From out the blue of yonder world afar, « 

When sorrow's midixight shrouds roy soul \vith carje. 
And new-born griefs seem hoveripg o'er despair ; 

10* 
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Thine eye&, K)ce violets, throu^ a silken vine, 
Fringed darkly,. smile, and smilirig siveetly ^hine. 
Till, hk« the sun-kiss'd dew-drop^on the rose, 
Each sorrow seems a gem,' in sweet repose. 



a<;;rostic to e. t. . ; 

' Each joy be thiue, my b€autiful,-my own, 
Loved of my soul, iix hope^ and loved alon^ ; 

, In the warm glanqes of thy dark blue .eye,v 
Zeal blends virith truth, and sympathy with joy ;' 
Among the cherished wishes of thine heartj' 
Be mine the lot to share some sunny vpart ; 
Each flower thou lovest I will watch with c^re, 
Tend it. for thee, and in thy wishes share. 
How throbs my bosom when thy gentle voice, i 
Toijchas some chord that makes my heart rejoice ; 
Imaginatioii bids new beauties rise, 
Lends wing? to Hope, and pencils from the skies. 
Lend' me .thy heart, Pll guard it so from pain. 
E'en time shall never wjish it back again 
-Trust in my faitb, my beautiful, my own, 
Trust in that faith that leans on thee alone 
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OPENING LIN^S, 

O^.PRBBEN*UNO a!H ALBtM TO ^ VHTiyd LADt. 

A simple tribute of esteem—. 

The gift of early youth ;^ , . * 
And may its pages ever l)eam . 

With purity and truth. 

UnspQtted as thy virgin b^art. 

To whom it is bestowed ;♦. 
May each succeeding line ii^part 

More light along life's road. 

' ' * • * ' '' . ■ 

And Kke these pages, every year, 

As, time's swift streamlet flows ; 

To thee> mdre sweet at mom appear, 

More brightly at its close. 

And 'when the gatherer of time, 

In his last call shall come, 
May angels round thy death-bed smile, 

And \yaitiog, bear thee home. 
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; ACROSTIC TO M. W. ^ 

May the $weet smile^at'ligKplhy radianrt eye, . 
Among life*s clouds like beaois of suosfcine lie ; ' 
Round thy young heart oh may sqqoie angel-care 
Guard its light flatteriiigS'fmm eisicb youthful sna^e ; 
Ere timers rude baml has blotted beauty's page, 
Rescinded hope, or shook t]9i^ leaves of age;. 
Each wish hh mine that maiden worth can know, 
Truth, virtue, friendship, or e'en love bestow J 
When years shall ripen thee for brighter joys, 
Oh then may angels \^oo thee to the skies ; 
O'er death triumphant may thy spirit rest, 
Deep in. the bowers that canopy ihe J)lest. * , 



' INVOCATION Ta SLEEP. 

WBITTfiJ^ UNDER FEELINGS OF DEBf» SORROW^. '^ 

Come, gentle sleep, thou balm .for every ill, 

Who sorrowing weep will find thee potent still ; 

Thy aid impart, for thou and death can heai " 

The broken slui6es pf the heait, and unknown joys reveal. 
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Contrition sore^ with'b^rb'd.and poisoAM faBg> 
In thee no more can yield a vengeful pang ; 
Oh pteep my mind ih Letl^e's. fabled stream, 
Atid senses bind in oii^ objivious dream. ^ 

Forgetting, all the^ fading, dying past ;* ' 

A proud heart -s fall, hope's X€n4ing, requiem blast ; 

The ties of youth an4.consaWuiriity, 

The* yvretk of truth,' and e'Vn first love's divinity*. 

Take me aWay 'mid feelings dark as these ; ^ 
.Why dq I stay when earth no (nore can please ? 
■"The few warm friends' that <iling around the wreck, 
Scarce dare to venture o'er the broken deck. 

Oh, for a home hfeyond the cloudless blue. 
Where angels, roam, and all is bright and true ; 
Where sin or sorroiv never wing their way, 
O'er that broad morrow df eternal day.' 
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ACROSTIC to M. n. F. S. 

My wearied heart still fondly turnsto thee, . ^ • 

In dreams of hope, too long so madly cherish-d ; 
Such dreams on passion's eyer re^tl(9ss sea, 

So wild, and de^, hare rkrely el&e than pqrish^d ; 
How my heart trembles', when the ipfant morn 

Flings its young gold drops from the. opening sky,' 
So brightly beautiful to all bi^t nie, .'j ' ,, 

I cannot ope my wakenii^g lids to joy ; 
My heart breathes no response to ought but thee, 

So like the dove I mourn, in fiadi'ng hope f6rlom. - 



THE USURER. 

; -''Thou hast taken usury knd increase, and thou hast gretdily 
gained of thy neighbor by extortion, and hast forgotten- me, saith 
the Lord Qod."-^E3EKiEL, xxii. 12. 

) . ^ 

There is a whirl{)ool \yhere the' tide of want "" 
Strives to disgorge its stern Necessities, 
Forming'a reef beneath the treacherous wave, 
To wreck and founder the ill-fated bark. 
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Presiding: o^i^r the. vortex lean apd lank, 

Made tiiia by care,' in hpseiDg' out 4irtres8 

And lalior,. gathering ruin day jiy day, . 

The 4isurer stalks, witl^ ^ooth:and' plastic face, ^ * 

Destruction's jaekdl, brining bankruptcy 

And all its circling eViis m its tta>R ; 

His soul i9 self— cased up in inisery, . , 

Dealing perditioi;! to his^fcrotbef idn'an— 

And subtle poison, easing <;>ne small sore/ 

To'fester and gangrene through all the frame. 

Making, hear^s^ desolate, and hearts to aphe, . 
Crjeiting foul abortions seethed in crime, 
That crawl from out the slitne his foot^tepid> leare ; 
A bloodtswoll^n horseleech gashing Give, give, give ; 
Whose vase is gilded o'er with. ill-fflchM gold, 
^And brimmM.with orphans' arid with widows* tears. 
• A scaly viper in the path of- want, 
* That feeds bn men^s necessities, and leaves 
Th^ bitter tears of anguish where he crawlsr- 
Making more drear the path of friendlessness, 
And stfeeping destitution in despair. 
Rbbbing the law ^i force in equity. 
By felonizing falsehoods on the bond. 

An iron man, ca$t in a worn*out piould, 
Without or wheel or spring of sympathy, ' . " 
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Within tlie waridngs of the cold ma€bin€« 
His god^s the \Vo£l(l^ himself faisbond and. gold^ 
And he a' lash to- victimize .mankind,' 
Taking large loetns on yiercy h^xe below^^ * ^ 
' To b^ repaid throughoat eternity. • . ' ■ 



. . ^ • 'SONG.- •• . ■. • 

Written s^t Seialvo, Mexi^, a few days before the battle of Mon- 
terey, on'receif ing a letter fr6m home.. 

AiB—" The Woun'd«d Hussar." . • ' ' 

Wearied and worn, far a^ay o'er the billow^ > 
"^ '* Where mouatain tops dimly arie «een in tiie blue; • 
Oh.a wide-spreading heath, with my knapsack my pillow, 
How welcome the love-breathing token from you. 

Thoa^h bright eyes are beaming in beauty around me, 
And fairy feet move to the lightsome guitar ; ' . 

Vet still there^s a spell round my heart that has bound me, 
As memory beckons hjer charm« from afar. 

The neigh of the war-horse in wild spirit bounding, 
While tossing the foam from hj^ lip in his pride, 

He bears the young hero y^h'ere trumpets are sounding, 
To punish the foe that his valor defied. 
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The bustle, the danger, the dftini's diatant polling,' 
The tentis. stretehing wide -in JhcMT martial array. 

Where bravety's ^ons every danger eonlrolKhg, • - 
Look on likevthe eagles and pant* for ftfeir prey. * 

Then on to the battle, the bjalwark around us 

Is Liberty's essence, aW Valor's iti sire, ' . /^ 

Nor mountains nor millions of foemen ^an bound i^s, ' 
While vengeariee for insult ^has kindled our ire. 



EXTEMPORANEOUS LINES, 

On Tom Smith, an eztravaga&tly wild, but good-hearted fellow, who 
called the Writer from his bed at midnight, locked the door of the 
room they had entered, pocketed tie key, swore he was about to ' 
conimit suici4cf and that^'iiie door stiould not be. unlocked until 

^ his epitaph was written. * 

Here lays poox Tom, stone* dead beside a fence, 
With less of truth and bpnesty than sense ; * 
A crazy madcap, eVer in a strife, 
Who tr^ted strangers and forgot his wife : ' 
Who left hiS/ home, his own swept childi'en's smile, 
. And sought 'mid strangers a felease from toil ; 
\ . ■ II 
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Who btirsed the woxld with bitterness, /and thought 
Its tenants hiid not use<^ hiria- as they aXight. 
And is he dead;^lost to tfa^ world and me,? 
Yes, d^ad enough,-r-bttt 'tis dead drunl^, d'ye see. 



MY NATIVE BBI^LS. ,. 



■To K . : 



\ My native bells, the old eight bells, 
How softly sWeiet their music swells, 
As memory, wand'ring o'er the sea, • 
Hears once again their pealing glee. 

From childhood's hour& I well recall, • ' 
' The ivied church, the steeple tall, ' 
The gravesi and where the sexton di^ells, 
But most toy own, my native bells. 

My cottage home was trellis'd o'er. 
With grape-vines, planted neat the door ; . 
And from my. littl^ gl^rden, I ' 
Could-hear the church clock tick hard byl 
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The chiiAes'upon those bells at niiie, , ; 

And twelyfe, abd three; playM " Auld Lang Syne," 
Or tun^d of Burnis^s " LoFvely Jean," 
Till pleasure's tears woke'o'^r the strain. 

* '* • ■ 

Dear cherish^, scenes, that well were.wpund 
Jn pictured truth my. heart dround ; . 
Xong^ faded joys live over, wben 
I heiir *t|;iose mtrry bells again, • 

My.. heart laugh'd theo^ yet scarce I. dare 
To trust my- searM. remembrance, wtere, 
With her I loved, by bcook or stile, 
I vander'd, b|:eathing bUss^the while. 

Thy slight form seems to press ^ne now, . 
I feel thy kiss upon my browj 
And as the Siilver moonbeams rise. 
Drink the rich love-streatos from thine eyes. 

^' ' ■ ' ' 

Thou wert nt)t beautiful, and yet 
With thee, my star of hoping set ; 
Yes, thou .'Wert beautiful to me, 
And I lost all the world in tbe^. . 
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« • ' • 

Peal on, ye bells^ if inemory brings ' '. 
.Such sWjeet; Sweet sorrows oii jour wings ; 
Yet hftrk ! the cu'i^w's enyious chim^ 
Tolls out our home-returning' tiiae. ' 

Nay, one more kisa or ere we partj • 
Not on my lip, but oh my heart ; "• i 
. I could not bear that lip^kissVer, 

'Twas pleasure's kneli-^we met no more-, 

I loved thee from life's morning start, / 
Hiou wert the fireside, of toy heart ; 
^d all my dreams of bliss were o • er, ' 
. When last we kiss'd to meet no more. 

Yet ph, the fatt^t I decern hot thine, 
'Twas I who wrong'd thy feehng's shrittie ; 
Left warm aiSection's sacred bower, » " 
To flit .arpund from flower to flower; 

They tell me thou art still the same, » 
' .If not .ip feelings,, yet in name ; . - 
And oft I wonder, if to thee 
My naipae's^as dear as thine to me. • * 
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t ■ 

Those old eight bells at* service time, 
* So duly r^ng their warniog chime^ 
Ring d^g dong bell,' ding ring dpng bell, 
In s;^eetlj undulating.swell. / ; . 

Now .pealing over hill and dale, * ' 

T hear their chime on fancy's, gale ; • 
Anii kneel Reside a mother's care 
^Within the vaulte'd church, to prayer. 

Roll on, your merry roundelay 
.. Still breathes of one far, far away;, ' 
And tears may start, as miemory tells 
How dear he loved his. native bells- 



ON THE DEATH OF MISS MARY MITCHELL, 

DAUGHTER OF T. MITCHELL, ESQ. OF DANVIfcLE, KV. 
SUPPOSED TO BE THE FEELlJ^GS OP HER FATHER. ^ 

Gem of the spirit world, beautiftil one, 
Angels are guarding thee where thou art gone ; 
DosttKou not think of me uow in thy joy. 
Waking a sym-pathy 'tween earth and sky ? 
11* ^ 
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■ * . ** . , ■ ' ^ 

Wilt thou not- plead for me while I am here .^ 
Will not tbo«e smiks ef thiae drink tlie' loni^ tear ? 
Shall we not meet in bliss never to party - 
When liinle's last icy kiss presses my heartrP. 

May I n(H know thee wheti; dearest, we meet ? 
Will the same smile be thine waiting to grtf^t ?' 
And the sw^iet mtisic tones trilling in love, • ' 
Waken a warm breathing welcome above ? 

Will the same words be thine, writ on niy heart, . 
And ^ same hopes be mine, never to p^rt ? 
Earth has no longer a begtity fgr me ; ' 
Come -from the spirit land, bear me with thee. 



: • • • SONG.- 

•:' '• • '/ Air— "OM Ned.." \ - 

I have seen Old Zack in a far off land, 

And a plain old* man was he ; 
His old white horse ate corn from his hand, 

And he neigb'd right gallantly. 



■ . . ' soNQ, ^ - ^ 1*27 

^ ' ' ' CQOEUS* ' ^ ' '• . . 

And tbe people have breathjsd but iiis Diaoi^,' • » 
• While their hearts to his -bra very bow ;• 
And the chief ^ho h^sled us so nobly to fame. 
Shall.^uideiis and cbunsQl us now. , 

How scanty the comforts his te^t did afford, 

'Twas'the numblest tent se^n a^o^nd ; 
And the furniture there was his blanket and sword, 

And his bed -was the cold) cold ground. 

. I have seen Old Zack whe^ we long had march'd, 

O'er, a d^ear, and a barren waste, 
Pass around ihis gourd when our mouths were parch'd, 
And the wearied one3 first must taste. 

I have seen the old chief on the battle-field. 
When the dead lay in heaps on .the ground ; 

With his brave old heart that never "would yield, 
As he cheer'd on his comrades around.. 

I saw the old man when the fight was' o'er. 

While his pale lip counted the cost ; 
And his eyes were dim that wei^ edlm before, 

As be wept o'er the friends he had lost. 
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I saw Old Zack in the dhai'r of state, • 
Wbece tiie wheels of the natipn move ; 

With fails old tent pitch'd by the White'House gate, 
And bis ;selitry, tjie peopVs love. 

And oh they have breathed out his name, * . • 

» While' .their hearts to his bravery bo-j^ir ; 
And the chief who, has led us so nobly to fame, 
Shall guid« us and counsel us now. ^ • 



ON THE DEATH OF MY. i^ATHER. 

The las^tie is broken, the spells of 'ftiv jlSiith,* * 
That were cast by a%ction, and cradledlji' truth ; 
The young hopefe that gather'd so cb^e round my heart, 
No longer their warm, gusl^ing sweetness itopart. . 

How little I dreamed, ere \ broke the dark, seal, 
That my heart could have borne. the deep anguii^ t feel ; 
Oh could'st thftu have bless'd me as breathed 4hy last sigh, 
Or pillow'd thy head on my bosota to die ! 

Yet still may I meet thee, in moments or years, 
Where the sunshine of joy dries the wearied one's tears, 
And the Jinks that oil earth have been sever'd in pain, 
At the great forge of love shall be welded again. 



TO,.,..'.. . ■ 1.29 



TO . . . . .;. 

Must I forego each rosy smile, 

Tljat tl^rew a sunbeam over sorrow ? 

And can this heaij no .more beguile, 

With cherished hopefe, the future morrow ? 

HoW frail* a temilre earth can hold,' 
On 'what is deem'd'a treasure here^ 

Soon as the buds'oif lifb unfold, 
Their hueS are sullied by a tear. 

But oh, the heart ,will linger yet. 
Around the ruin Time has made ; 

And clinging to each fond regpet, •. ' ■ 
Imagine sunshine in the shade. 

4 

Then fere thee w^ll, for who would claim 
Wen thy sweet smiles, not freely given ? 

It is the welcome feeds the flame, 

That makes the visit breathe of heaven. 
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THE' BROKEN HBAftT. 

Oh tbere ar^ tones from broken hearts^ 

That ,nbn^ but broken hearty can feel ; 
Wheir memary to the miod imparts/ j 

What death aloh^ can heal. - ; 

* ' ' •.*"'■',* 

When every' syihpatiby is fled, 

Tl^at gave tbe\SQul relief, 
And round the heart is woun^ ^instead, 

A dark, corroding grief. 

'Oh ! I had dfain'd and drain'd the bowl, 

Care's respite, faint to give ; 
Until the World and my crush'd soul, v 
. Refused me liieahs to live. 

Yes, I hive 'been a strjickeo deer, . 

Tl3iat left the herd to die ; 
A lone one, mark'd by mapy.a tear, 

A clouded mystery. " 

Yet had J on6e, ete-hope was chill'd, 

A warm and feeling heart. 
While not a jGiower or blade of grass, , 

But pleasure could impart. 
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Too sooa for m^ the rising, sun, « 

Or setting w^s the same^; 
I felt no joy in what was done. 

And almost fear'd no sh^tne. ' \ 

-* 
Yet when the world e'er spoke unkind, 

•Or.sneerM at my distress, 
It came like midnight p'er my mind, 
' The shrpud of bitterness. 

And'my lone heart beheld no ray, 

To beacon me to rest: 
LikjB ill-nursed flowers I pined away, 

Unfriended and unblest. 



• 



THE SLANDERER OF FEMALE INNOCENCE. 

May slandered innocence, insulted rise, 
Pleading ker'caus^ through blushed in the skies, 
And may the picture baseness has portray'd, 
Hsihg round its author's life like filth decay'd. 
Oh base-born thought, to crimson ,o*er with shame 
The fair, sn&ooth brow,, where virtuie plants her name ; 
From the lewd brothel its foul nuisance glean. 
To darken purity with words obscene. 
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Shall sweet simplicity and .guileless youth, 
Be crusb'tl, apd stang, alid trampled in its truth ? 
Or smiling beauty like a rose-bud pale, * 
Shed its sweet perfume on a^ tainted gale ? 
Oh no, may envy, jealousy, and strife, < 
Sap the la^t comfort from thle' sland'r^'s life ; 
May his death-iiours look vainly for the 'care, 
That only woman's angel help dan share. 
Oh may his hearth be desolate and drear, 
Without a smile to chase ^cdmpunction's tear ; 
May degradation follow, in his train, 
Cru$(hing the sparks of hope, and lighting pain ; 
Vituperation, cloven-tongued and loud, 
Embodied, hideous, round Kis.foul haunts crowd ; 
May no warm sympathies of lender ties. 
Ere cross the threshold of his earthly joys. ^ 

May disappoiiitment, deep remorse, and shame. 
Hang like a viper' round his withering name. . , 
May he die loathed, ^nd ere his bones be rotten, 
Be his nan^e perish'd and his grave forgotten •^. 
• Or if 'remembered, may eternal shame 

Fling scora and hisses o'er his blighted fame* 
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. . \THE PAST. 

The past, the past^ what lingering sweats 
Are garner M in thy lone retreats ; * 
What joys that like the r^in))ow threw 
' A vapor o'er its fading hue.^ 

, ! The past^ like som% fiamiliar s^train, 
That cbeer'd. ug. in our hours of paiil, 
Conies back, the. sereriadfe of care, 
And fiikds the same lone azfguish there. 

The past, Jike portrait^ to oiir viewj 
Brings one by one the lored we Wew, 
And reckless pf the change of scenes, 
Forgets that anguish intervenes. 

The lodk, the smile,, the lighted eye,, 
. The VQW, the tear, the soften^ sigh, . 
' The breath of tremulous emotion,. 
Whispering again the heart's devotion.- 

The past flits back, but doe^ it bring 
That freshness on ftS faded wing ? 
The sweet reality that stole 
,• So softly o'er the virgini soul } 
12 
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Ah no, the eeemmg joys of. earth, 
Are but like meteors in their l)irth, 
An(i thej .who o'er the past. would rise^ 
Must s6ek their future in. the ski(Bsl , ' 



TO ALPHA* 

Cqyld I g'ortray the wianihg grace, . 
That plays in softness o'er thy face 5 ' . 

Ox. catch the sunny be^^s that iSy . 
In beauty frqiri thy kindling eye ; ' . 
Or paint the silken bro^s of jet 
That o'ier those beamingeyes are .set ; 
Or mark the long dark fringe^ lashing 
The heaven of soiil' that there i* Ida^hing*; 
. The pencijl'd :truth would glow wi& strife. 
And bea>ve,' and breathe, and burst to life. ' . 

THE REPLY, BY ALPHA. 

There was a time when sunny beams, ' 
PlayM o'er my face' in" joyoi^s. gladness ; 

When all my buoyant, happy dreams, 

Were those of pleasure, not of sadness ; 

* Mrs. Yandike, late widolw^ of R^v. Mr. Vandyke, and daughter 
of Bishop ^oule, of the Methodist Episcopal Church. 
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^ Bat noyf tho^e blissful dreams have fled^ 
ThoJ bright and fair, obthey were fleeting, 

In'BoiTow*^ maizesnow I tr^ad,'. , 

And fiercely on niy aching bead, ■ 
The; pe.lting storm is beatings , 

My lyre noy breathes a' mournful lay^ 

Ctf happy hoilrs long since departed, 
And I, onoe gladsome, wild and gay', 
.Dariciiig in pleasure's sunny ray. 

Am sad, and broken-hearted. .. 
My eye, lost to its Instred hue, •' 

' Is dimit'd vrith djops of bitter feeling, J 
Ahd like the wild -flower drench'd with dew, ' . 

1 love concealing^ 

I love to 'sit and mu6e alone^ 

And >^eep when none can mark my feeling ; 
Such sacre(i hours are all niy own, " 

•When from- the heartless world I'm stealing ; 
'Tisthtn.]f bring from memory's land, , i 

Gems, in its secret casket cherish 'd, • .' , 

i Like, fragments from the wreck of joyai, 

That on life's, troubled sea hiveperish'd. 
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i 

: - THE CONSOLATION. 



* • I 



When love'^s young morning^s kindly gleamsj 
Steal o'er tbe s6.iil in soiro^^s kours ; 

'Tis sweet to feel- her kin'Hiiifg heafmis - , 
Wake into Jife aflEbctiop.'* flowers,' 

Tte hfeart were cold and sterile too, 
That' answerM not the gentle fc^ll .; 

As tenderest plantis feel most the dew^ ' 
That o'er their drooping beauties fall. 

Yet oh, because on(e flcH^er has breatlied ' 
Its last, sad sweet o'er n^tui'e's wild ; 

Say,, (ian no other bud be wreathdd, 
To please the wayward, weeping child. 

There's scarce a gem that' Flora we'ars, 
But withers 'neath the winter's breath ; , • 

Yet when spring's smile again appears,' 
In "beauty triumphs dver death. 
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And lovelier for their new- robed forms, 
Since we have wept theif stay so long ; 

They dome in sufirshine through the storms, 
That bear our destinies along. ' - 



BEAUTX'S SMILE AND BEAUTTS. TEAR. 

Th^ light that beams in beauty^s eye, ' . 

Shines fr6m the fires that warm the sdtil ; 
The tears that oti its fringes lie, " - * 

Are but t^e gems that pity stole. . ' " 

And oh when sorroW lingers hear, 
< And hope has 4uerich'd her* l^st kind ray ;\ 
Theri beauty's Smile,; and beauty's tear, ' 
.Will chase the weary gloom away. 

' As in. the rainbow^ sweetly yend \ ^ . 

The sunshine SUid the showers in strife ;' • / 
So when o'er hearts dark sorrows bend, ' . 

Love's sunbeams dritik the tears of life. 
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LINES 



ON THE OCA'TH OF kRS. MAftY YOUNG, MQT&tR O^ DR. J. C. VoUNG^ 

On hetfiing that almost her last words were " All's well." ' How 
delighting to sorrowed friends w;ere ^ch* passwords 'on the fri^i^tiers 
of etemiiy ; angels no doubt were sentiDeh, a^d echoed the gUidsome 
tidings through the golde^ portals, into the camp of heaven. 



Oh why should we grieve o'er the' loxed one that's fled, 

Sijace angels have botne her above ? 
It ifi but the dust we have laid with the dead, , ' 

Her spirit is breathing in love. ' 

When air earthly cpinforts were fading away, . 
^ And deatti mantled darkly her breast ; 
Theh Bethlehem's star, Jike the beaming of day,. ^. 
Disclosed t|^e«iweet haven of rest. 

The sweet soothing spirit of realised love. 

Breathed q'eV, immortality's birth ; 
And the soul, ere it spre.ad its glad pinions above, • 

Had woke io its triumph- o'er earth. 
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, • . , • ■<•*■. 

No doubting, no feftring, no sorrow or oare — 

&he smiled as die last curtain fell ; 
Her SaSrioiUy in whotd she" had' trusted/ waa there. 
And sweetly she^ whispjer'd "All's well;" . 
' ■^'' ■• * ■ " ' . , ' • 

The beaii,tif^l.passWQrd\was echoed above, 

And saints paiight the sound as it fell; 
While the' angels of jcnerey recorded in lave, 

On the pages of Heaven, "All's WelL^'. . . /^ 



RELIGION. 

• ^ "^ 

How bright are the smiles that religion bestows, 
Like the beams of the morning in beauty it glows ; 
'Tis the sunshine of yquth, and thecomfort of age, 
And its letters are gold upon -memory's page, 

^Tis a streamlfet still flowing to rivers of joy, 
Thro' vales that are-glowirig beneath ^ warm sky ; 
'Tis a palace of beauty, an Eden of sweetlp, , 
With perennial flowers in its blqshiD|; retreats. 
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. There is love in its features, and joy. in its heart/ 
And its breathings « sonUhealing virtue impart ; ' 
The strength of persuasion, the sweetness of song, ' ^ 
In harmony blend on its eloquept tongue. 

. 'Tis the raiiUkow of hope over-tirchixig the Werld^ 
'Tis the banner of freedom in beauty unliirl'd .; 
'Tis the light of the truth, and. its rays will impart 
A halo of holiness pver the heart. 

'Tis the whisper o( peace to the wanderer's breast 
When error shrouds darkly the couch of hns .r^ ; 
It wipes off the xtear from the penitent's eyej 
And leads him to fountains that trickle with joy. . 

'Tis the soldier's last hope when the battle is o*er, 
And his death; wound has crimson'd the earth with gore ; 
'Tis the soul-spe^iking truth that gives light to his^e, 
Ere the curtains of death are closed round him to die. 

'Tis the beacon that points to the haven of rest, . 
'Tis the mariner's chart to the home of the blest ; 
*Tis the barque that' will bear Us o-'fef life's tfoubled sea, 
And the pilot to guide us,* dear Saviour, to thee. 
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LINES^ADDRESSED TO W. F. M., 

, ' ' i ^ . '• 

ON HIS'.FRBSSNTINQ A ROSf-BUD TO t'kK AUTHO&, IfISS M. $. 0. L. 

* i' •> 

• . / • • . ..'',.' 

I prize a little fragr^tnt flower, . • *' 

'The gift of 9ne who loves me well ; , 

It cheers me in ^ sorrowed &our, ' 
, Ani we^ives afouad my heart k spell. 

It brings to mind the hstppy days, ; , 

. \. When'y outh, and hope were ^reath'd with flowfers, 
Whien memory's faiir, enehaQted maze, 
Made fairy-lrke those dreams of ours. 

How sweet from out the gloomy past, ' 

Comes tremblingly ouf by-gone dreams, 
And o*er our way-worn spirits cast 
' Their strangely saJ, bi^t vivid beams. 

'. Oh may this cherish'd token bring, 
- ' When summer'^ sunay hours have fled. 
Some laterit thou^t on B^emory's wing, 
O'er faded years that long have sped. ' 
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• * 
For menaoty still in wintry days. 

Speeds -back with footsteps bathed; in tears, 
And o'er the flickering nrn'will blaz^, 

The tend 'rest thoughts of othjer years. , 

^ ' ^ . '^. •. . , 

THE REPLY. 

TO' MISS M. S. C. L. . . ; 

Oh give back the thoughts of the long f»ded past, , 
•When fliy heart becomes sad and lone ; '^ ^ 

For they cheer like the rays over deep shadows cast, 
.Or the joys that have long sihcie flown.' 

Earth^s fairy-like pleasures, that pallmgly stay, \ 
Can never dry up the heart's tears ; . ' % 

And I, who have cast all its. treasures away, ^ 
Must wake the.lone' speotre'of years. " . 

The sweetest perfume over, life's wither'4 hours^ 

By long cherishM sorrows refined, 
Is breathed from' the ros^-leaves of time's faded flowers, 

In the wintery garden of mind. 
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Then giye back the thou^ts of the long faded past, 
When my heart becomes sad and Ipse; . 

For they com« like- the rays over deep shadows oast, 
Or the joys that have Jong '^ace flowi. 



ON THE DEATH OF MAJOR P. N. BARBOUK, 

OF THE THIRD 'UtriTED. STATES INFANTRY, WHO TfAS KILLEa WHILE 
BRAYELT FIOHTINQ AfP fHS' BATTLI OF . MONTS)|BY. 

We l^id our loved Barbour to sleep in his grave, • 
Wheo^ for6st trees waved o^/er his head ; . 

Whete the mocking-bird sings f he sad dirge of the brave, 
And wild-flowers blobm on hi^hfid. ' ' 



No moire t6 be roused by the shrill reveille^ 
Or march where the hombs^ fend the air ; 

His tent has been pitch'd \\\ the land of thel free^ 
And angels are sentinels tthere. 

On the mora of the battle he lio^er'd to start, < 
,. In thought of the loved. one behind ; 
Then kissing the picture that hung near his heart, 
It smiled off the gloom from his mind. 



! 
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Hi^ comrades ibay whisper his t^ame wRh a tear^ 
Or peal a last sliot o^^r his breast, 
' Qr warble the songs that he once loved to hestr. 
But they cannot awaken his^resti 

He died in the battle, with glory arotand, 

' Where honor had crimson'd his blade, . 

As the foe, stood aghast atliis j^rowess^ spell^bound, 

' Then shrunk from the slaughtei^hemade. ' 

His loved one, away o'er the wide spreading main. 
May lio'pe for «his* presence no more : ; ^ 

He tiever can gladden Iter lone lieart again^ ; 
For he sleeps, ai|d his marching is q^er. 

' . ' . .' • 

Yet oh when the last muster-roll shall, unfold, . . 

And millions the ranks shall sustain, 

When the arch-angel wakes the last trumpet pf gold. 

Oh then he will march us again. 
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>/ THE BOWJ4. 

• ^iB — "The'rosethat all are praising." 

' ' • .'• ^ ; . .".••■ 

The bowl that blufihes brightest, 
'Is not the bowl for me ; \ 
F(k iiancy.'s wing is lightest, 

With nectlur bure and free ; 
Giye me the bowl, that oooling dips, 
In rock-'bound spring its smiling. lips,. 
With silver bubbles shining; 
Oh, that's the bowHor me ; oh, that's the bowl for me. 

Hie streamlet neat the mountain. 

Along its pebbly bed. 
From out the mossy fotnitaitiv ^ 

That gurgles at its head> 
Here let me lave my fcve^'M lip. 
And like the gods, nectarious sip^ 

The dear deUght recounting; 
Oh, that's the joy for me; oh, ,that^s the joy for me. 

^ ^ .. 
When rosy wine had bound/me, 

And joy had left my heart; 
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When atiguish frown 'd around me,^ 

A blot on memoiy's chart ; 
Then came from put the springs of life 
The pledge to. gild the passing strife, 

And oh, its mercy fotind me, 
And h^al'd my broken, heart, and heal'd my broken heart. 



LINES FOR An ALBUM. 

How beautifc^l, its leaves diclose, 

A lily here, and therfe a rose ; 

With many a page of: virgin white, 

Where virtuous minds their thoughts may write. 

And oh may no rude word or jest 
Ere soil the snow' ilpon its breast ; ' » 
Like cherish'd. rose-leaves bathed in tears, 
May it perfume thy future fewrs. 
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TO CHARiiOTTE. 

T^ke back the lu-te, its bFoken strings ' . 

' No more will waken passion's strain ; 
Its ^iisic oyer memory flings 

. But wild, and- wild'ring notes pf pain. 

Take back the lute, my bFoken heart 
Could never bear its tbnei^ again ; ^ » 

One wakening' touch would grief iijapart, ^ 
And sear my brow with burhihg pain. 

Take .back the lute, no mqre I'll breathe , 
The name t)iat once my soul could thrill ; 

For oh, ^.Tound it flowers wpuld wreathe 
Their drooping^- fading beauties still. 

Take back the lute, when bygone years 

Shall flash upon thy.fever'd brow, 
May never sorrow waken tears, . 
Nor anguish such as pains me no^^. 
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Take back the lute, the .world' will clin^ 

Like sieipents rouikl thy* guileless heart, 
And thou wilt Teel how deep -Hie sting 
'Its interested smiles impart. ^ ^ • 

Take back the lute, a warm farewell 
Is breathing o'er its chords^ for thee j . 

Yet should thy heart with feeling swell, 
In tenderness remember me. 



ACROSTIC TO KATK . 

May thy young aspirations buoyant spring, 
In virtuous triumph on hope's downy wing ; 
Soft as the rOsefleaTeSy^may thy falling houlrs 
Successive drop amid life's sweetest flowers ; \ 
Kind hearts tod eyes in beams of tenderest care, 
Shield thee from plouds tbat darken 'neath despair; 
Tmlli set her richest jewels round thy h^art, 
O'erglorying thee beyortd the gems of art, 
Until, the bloom of earth's prol^ation' o'er, \ ^ 
Time gifts thy spirif to more genial ^sh ore. 
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TO MOLLY W 



There is a charm in beauty'3 eye, 
Of deeply melting blue ; 

Its light is likte a^mmer sky. 
With sunshine beaming through. 

It kindles joy, unlike the beams 
Th^ dark-eyed mai'den thro\vs, 

In fiery sparks of wilci'^-ing gleams^ 
That steal the heart's repose. 

Give me the laughing eye of blue, . 

The warm and tender soul, 
The bounding spirit fondly true, 

That lives in love's control. . 

Then take the midnight eyes away^ 

I would not feel their power. 
For oh I fear^heir witching ray, 
' Would blight each futurfe hour. 
13* 



s 
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^ song: , , 

AiB^" The voice of her J love.'' ' - 

How street the twilight of the minct, 

The holy calm of thought, ' 
When blias the 'fetters can unbind, . 

That early care has '\^rought.. 
When eyen hope has smoothed Iier wings. 

And fauCy s^eks repose, 
And infant rei^oUectibn brings, , 

A balm for future woes. 

The smiling wife's kind watchful eye. 

The Helping infjint's prayer, 
The ready couch inviting by^ 

For weariness to share ; 
The sweetness of repose that steals, 

Like moonbeams, o'er the mind, 
And many a fairy dream reveals. 

That kaves no Sting behind. 



.* SONG. ■" 

TO HISS M. 8. C. L . ; . 

4^iRr-" Ean'd« kind and gentte's she." 

Smile thy s^eet smile on i^e. 

Frown not, my Mary ; 
This i¥orId would dark and drjbary be, 
Without, a smile from Mary.. \ \ 
•The sparkling pearls of morning'® dpw, 
The lily's ligh't, the rose's hue. 
The summer skies of heavenly blue^ 
Are not more bright than Mary. 
Smile, &c. - 

The dewy tears that pity knows, 
For hearts deep crush'd by withering woes, 
In life's dark tides, its ebbs and. flows. 
Are sweetly shed by Mary. 
Smile, &c. 

The holy twilight of her mind, 
Is soft as love, as hearen refined, 
A g.em of worth in truth enshrined, 
For earth too pure is Mary. 
Smile, &c. 
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. Oh could I find on life's wide sea, 
Some suiiny isle made bright by thee ; ^ 
I'd gladly to its haven flee, 

And thou shouldst be my Mary. ' 
Smile, &c. 



ACROSTIC TP S. A, S. 

Sweet be the fl^owera th§it bloom along thjjAay, 
And plea;sure-wing'd the hours that o^er thee fly, 

Love warm thy bosom with its purest ray, 

Like angel yearning^ in a/XlJ^orld gf joy. 

Young Hope, white-finger'di point beyond all care, 
* ■ . . . ' ^ 

Among t|j|i9.<bright imaginings of bliss, 

Nurst by tj3|^ laaiden piirity of prayer, 

Not chilPd by frost-work of a world like this. 

Each wayward cloud that flitiS across thy sky, 
Stretch a broad rainbow o'er its pearly showers, 

In charm around th/ee, miy young cherubs fly. 
Making sweet Qoolnpss o'er thy unfkdged hours ; 

Kissing the perfume from the opening rose, 

In Love's lone glen,, where violets repose ; 

Nursing the virtues, taugl^t from nature's page. 

Smiling o'er youth, and c.heering hoary age. 
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A LEAF FROM MY JOtTRNAL. 

WBirnSN BENEATH TQE WALLET OF THE ^LAQK PPRT, MONTEEfeY. 

Nov. tth. 1847. Received to-daj a letter from my wife, the con- 
tents of whiclt liave indeed brought a deep gloom oVer my h^art. 
(Ml, -what darjt fee^^igs come over me, when I think of the wreck of 
mj loved h(^me ; the beautiful^ home, .that J. ha^ hoped would have 
proved an asylum' &r age oi? infirmity. And have they sold* my 
books ? those old acquaintances^ with whom for' years t have h^ld 
such sweet converse. ^And is it thus that fixe golden linkiB of a care^ 
wonf and fading existence, are one by one st^ck^n off from the rusted 
chkin of time, while the iron fetteraof misery are welded and riveted 
within the shattered space. Should I ev6r return to Danville, can 
I p&ss the spot endeared to me by aasOciations of so muoh pleasure 
'ajid hope, knowing that a cold' world has riven it from me in merci- 
less impatience ? perhaps * * * ♦ « ♦ » 

I feel I have little to live for now, I hate no children to call me 
father, and waken up ineentives to energy of aetion. There is a 
deadness in m^ career, that even friendship fails to enliven ; I have 
grown prematurely old, and my only prayer is, that in the battle, I 
may fight like a soldier and die lijce a man. . / ' 



War and humanity, ^ 

The poor wearied soldier riturn'd to his cot, 
.His feet were all blist^r'd and sore*; , 

His dogs gave the welcome that friends had forgot. 
As they met him in rags at bis door. 
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But spoilers had croisM o'er his threshold of joy, 

WJiile its owner was over the sea, . ^ . 
Defending the branches that none. may destroy, 
• Of our .own cheriirfi'd liberty tree. 

His wife wept a welcome, for sorrow was there, <• . 

And pointed around the bare walls ; 
Ad the old soldier turnM him Jo seek his armi-cliair, . . 

Here comrades, the tear— rcurtain fi^Us. - 

The comer 'so cozy close by the fire-side, 
' Was now all deserted -and bare; 
And the bureau and desk, with his inkstand beside. 
And his old friend the clock was not there. ' 

.And hi& time-honor'd books .that had made hi^ heart ^proud , 

With the relics of forty long years ; . 
.Had been sold 'neiath the ^aze of tb^e pitiless crowd*, 

And scattered* 'jAid tauntidgs and jeers. . 

The minstrel no more tuned his wild harp again, 
For his best cherishM hoped were destroyed ; 

The last link was sevfer^d in life's broken <;hain-, . 
And the future to him was a void. ^ 
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TO ..... . 

I hare striven to bid thee farewell, 

When^y heart has. been bursting with grief; 

When th6 clouds of despair* hung^ around lik^ a spell,. 
And no t€f!ar cfime' to whisper relief. 

Oh, I bitterly thought of the past, ^ 

Eest thine innocent heart should be sad ; 

And Ifamcied our bliss was too fervent to la^st, 
And the feeling is driving me mad. ' > 

Yet still i could bear grief alone,* 
' Could I know* thou wert happy the while, 
With a smile when the peace-dove of pleasure had flown, 
Ajid thy bliss would my sorrows beguile. , 

3till Fate. cannot doom us to part, 

My love will be ever with thee ; . 
'And oh, in the warmes): recess of thfne heart, 

Tliou'ljt aye keep a coriicr for me. . 



156 MISGELLAlfEOUS POEMS. 



SOEBOWING STANZAS. . 

Oh 'tis as bright a day aaever smiled on earth, 

And airs as sweet arotind it play, 
As at creation's birth. ^ 

An4 every fl6wer and dewy gem; 

Is wreathed around its diadem. . . \ 

And all enjo^ the scehe save one poor wilder'd heart, 

That deeply feels what itbas been, 
. What now it's griefs impart ; 

The dove, while sorrowing, o'er It^ mate, 
Can only know- so* dark a fate.. ^ ' . , 
' ' ■ • . ; * 

Yet there is J*ei||; on hi^b^ beneath an angel's loVe, 

Where all is beauty, gracie, and joy, 
And bliss its smiles, will prbVe, * ' 

Around the gold pavilions there, ' 
' Where spirits breathe ambrosial air. 

That rest ia not for me, but darkness, ^ain and gloom. 
Shroud my sad fate with tnisery, 

And point me to the tomb ; • . 

While eVen hope, on her white wings, 
No more the branch of Olive brings. , * 
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\ FAREWELL. 

Tlie dew drops of. sorrow hung Over thy youth,- 

'And the sky of thy fortune was daidcen^d by tears ; 
Yet the rose-bud of innocence, nourished by truth, 
Shall expand In its beauty an.d brighten diy years. 

The summer of hope «will yet beam on thy brow, ^ . ' 

When. the youQg gales of spring in their playfulness cease , 

And the sorul that is melting intenderness how,' 
Ji^y alTofd unto aqguish the solace /of. peace. - 

There's a f»ang in my heart and my brain is on fire, ' 
And T feeh what my tongue nor my pencil can tell ; 

Yet oh to affection I dare hot aspire, . 

While my lips cannot J)Feathe thee a lasting ifarewell. 

When the sduth wind shall sigh o?er thy beautifal form. 
And thy .bosom heave wild o'er the homage of truth ;' 
Think, think on the friend^ thou hast left in the storm, 
< And whisper thy counsel to pilot 4iis youth. 

14 - 
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Then oh, fare-ttee-w^ll, thouyoim^ gem of the world, 
- Thou bd'ght cheering idol enshrined in my heart;. 
Thou peace-flag of truth that the freeze hai^ unfurled, 
As a beautiful beacon on memory^s chart. 



ACROSTIC TO c:>i!r. 

Cull'd from a garden where the Graces rOve, 
Among the rose-buds of thine early love, 
Thornless and'beautiful, that fresh boqiiette 
Has wrdugbt. up feelings that my heart would stay. 
Ah me, rt minds me of depaited hours, 
Rosy and bright as Edien'^ fe^irest flowers ; 
Instinctivie retrospection guides my way, - 
Near my loved home, wh^re warmest thoughts still stray : 
Encircled there by smiles, in childhood's hours, 
My little garden shone with ^vor^M flowers, . 
And I would sit ai>d watch, the buds unclose. 
Cling the stray vine, or prop the drooping rose, 
Nurs.e thb young woodbines, as they breathed around 
Enchanting, sweetdesfi o'er that fairy ground,' 
In beauty glancing, like the wild bitd's wing, 
Lovely as hope such latent plea^toes spring. 
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LAMENT OP M»S. R. B. M'GRORTY, 

. * . ^, ' . 

ON TBE DEATH. Of HER ONLY SOH) AGED -^ TEARS. 

From the deep fountains ^of a mother's heart, 
When hope is sever'd, how the' tears will start ! 
.'My beautiful, my loved, my cherish'd son, 
.Could grief recall the deed that death has done-^ 
. Grief, such as fondest. iliothers only know, 
'Reft of the warmest ^qy they knew below-^ 
Oh, I wauld'^ake such tones, *an^els in- pain, ^ 
Roused by my woe^. would 1) ring, thee back again, 

** Try, mother, father, to assuage your yoe, 
You'll meet your son in heaven you loved below." 



SONG^ TO MISS .... 

Air — " Ye banks atid "braes." 

I love, but oh, I dare not ask * ' . 

'The favors that my love would crave, 
And thus amid thy charms I bask;. 

A trembling,, fearful, suppliant slave. 
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X I love,, and morning, noon, and .nigfat; 
Are witness to the pangsi I feel V 
Affection ^8 hliss, and sorrow's blight/ 
Alternate stamp their varying seal. 

I la?e, and wbfeu the deep dark hue * 

Of those dear eyes beaios o'er my soul.; 
It cheers me like. the summer's deWf ' ■ 

That o'er the drooping roses stole. 
' • "' . ^ 

I dare not tell tb^c all I feel, 

"Words are too wea)c to show, my pain.; 
Thy b^uty where it wounds rah heal, 

And bring .to life the soul again. 

SONG TO: MISS , ...... • 

Wilt t^ou, cbauge thy name^ dearest } ' 
Wilt thou change thy name ? 

Not tot wealth or fame, dearest,- 
But a nobler claim; 

For Section '3 simple dower, 
• That will, like the winter's flpwer, 

Che^i: thee in misfortune's hour; 

Wilt thoa change thy nam« ?. . ^ • 
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;.Wilt Ifaou' change thy nam^, dearest ? 

Wilt thoi^ chang^ thy name ? _ 
Nought have I to urge as claim, 

But a fair^and honest fan^e ;. 
Nothing inore can I bestow, 
Sincie I gave thee long ago- 
All my heart, I loved thfee so — 

A^filt thdii • change thy jiaioe )" 

Tibae will only, warm my love, . 

Wilt* thou change thy naine ? 
ifivery hour n^W joys'. will prove, 

To increase the flame ; . 
And our gliding life shall be 
f Like a moonjit summer sea, , 
Thou art all the world to me — 

WHt tbou'change thy name.. 



LOVE. 

Hc^w pure is tiie spirit of love, 

When it bean^ over^ beauty and youth, 
Its ethereal ray^ are all kindled above, 

Tolightthe.duU precincts of earth. , 
14» . 
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^ . . '> 

The warmrbreathiDg. foi]tdn^s&r.of youti), 
• Is seen.' in the light of its eye, 
.Its pleasure-streams &fpr^ ftom the fountains of truth, 
And its roses bloom never to die. 

The kind overflowings of soul, • / . . 
Deep sympathies tiipasured and pru;^, 
^ 'Tis the yearnings of aatur^ unyoked from control,-. 

And a heaven on earth realized. 



ACROSTIC TQ MISS M. V 

May violets, clustering^ breathe around thy way * 
In dewy blooin where'er thy footsteips^ stray ; • 
Should ever sorrow, like a .raven's wing, . 
Steal d'er thy fiky and darkening shadows fling, 
May hope's young angel throw a ray of light 
Across the gloom and make the prospect bright ; 
Coiild \yish of mine gild thy young heart of truth, 
Or plant an Eden rbunti the bower of youth, 
No rose were spared thy tresses to adorn, ' 
Ottll'd thomless, pure and bright as infant morn ; 
And those dark eyes and jetty locks should be 
Nursed in my soul's best; deepest memory. 
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ACROSTIC TO S. A. ^ 

, Sailing' o'er the .sea of life, . . 
, Unfiwerved by grief, or care, ot strife^, 
Sweetly may thy bark, in pride,. 
Along, the dark blue waters glide ; 
No rude storins or darkening skies, 
» Across thy course in 'terror rise ; • . 
Lov,ely inc6nse-breathing gftles, 
Lend theii: power to swell thjr sails 
Into port, and safely moor'd, 
News of heaven, and'tW 6a board, 

ACROSTIC TO m/J. M, 

May the young buds that gem thine early years, 
Jjist opening, drkik like dew- thine iafant tears. 
May. the Sweet cher\ib of felicity , . ' ^ 

Cast its warm smile in tepderness o'er thee. . 
Gay dancing hours weave round thee new found blisses. 
Rich as rose-lipp'd poming's sweetest kisses ; 
O'er the warm loveligbt of thy beaming eyes, 
Rest nuTsingly affectiqn's purest joys ; 
Time pjini«n thee, light- wing'd through Mfe's lone houi«. 
Youthful as joy and beautiful ai? flowers. ' 
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, ■ ) ' • 

ACROSTIC TO, A. J; B. J. 

Among the rose-buds of thine early years. 
If e'er ipay tlje thorns of sorrow waken, tears, 
Nor blighted hopes, those mildews of life's spring, 
Jar the sweet notes that innocence would ^ing ; 
Be thine the lot, through life to wildly stray, - 
Joyous, thrdugh fiath^ where Virtue points the way, 
Oh may affection and requited love, 
Hang d'er thy smiles, and tenderestfeelings'move ; 
Np cloud to dim, or care to -steal away 
Such sunny thoughts as o'er thy features play. 
Oh may'st thou live as thou would'st wish fo die, 
NoK dying, wake a thought biit breathes of joy. 

TO MISS M . . . . 

While the star of love' is beaming 

Over the young bounding heart, ' , . 

While affection's lamp is gleaming. 
O'er the bliss thy smiles impart. 

. . Gather up the beams of pleasure,' 

Sparkling rowdid thy spring-time hours. 
Feeling's, gems of hoarded treasure, ' 
Sti'ung for winter^s faded flowers. • . 
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Tinae may sweep his light i^'ing o'er thee, 

Bleaching thy dark locks with snow, 
But the herald tnith,* before thee, - ' 

Clears thy path of darkening wpe.. 

^^Hofie with sceptred hand shall Imil.thee, 

.Cheering soft ttrough-ruby smiles, 
That thy courage may not fail tbec, 

In the close of earthly toil^. ' . 

Then through golden portals gliding, 

May thy spirit hail its way, . 
And on bosom'd love confiding, ' .. 

Wake to^ rapture's endless day. 



ACROSTIC TO MIS^ M. S. 

May spring's young flowr^ts all their fragrance throw, 
In sportive beauty, o'er thy path below ; 
* Secure amid 'the st^ares and Wiles of youth, 
Stay'd by the powers of innocence and truths- 
May all. the joys that friendship gives be thine, 
Sway'd by no motive mean^ but pure as mine. 
True in thy love, oh, mayst thou find a heart 
O'ercharged with kindness^ and be all thou aft ; 
Unfolding time will then but bring to diee 
Thy unfledged hopes, in blest reality. 
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' ' ' *% 

• • ' - I ■ • 

ACROSTIC FOR AN AtBUM^ 

May the soft bea^ms ot virtue illumine thy youth,, . 

And the rose« of hope ^ver blujsh in thy. way, * 
Round thy brpw l)e en<nrcled the chaplet of truth, 

The brightest of gem» in the proude$t jirray. ^ 
How fancy vrill swell as thy beauties unfold,. . .' 

And weave with its' fingers thy tresses of gold ; . 
Fairi fair, as the Uly that blooms on the l^a, 
And pure as thy thought, may each pagisf ever be, 
Unfolding a prepept, a blossom, or flower, • - 

CuUM wild, from the forest, or nurse J in the bower ; 
In tenderness touching,. in narrative clear, 
A monitorj pressing, but never .severe ; 
Peace, peace be thy lot, may affection entwine, 
O'^r thy beauty- wreathed bovwer, these warm wishes of mine : 
Love, health, joy s^nd smiles, a ricb competence clear, 
Kind friends, and a M^orld of contentment -each year. • 
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THERFS HOPp IN THE . FUTURE. 

THiere's hope in the future, then why should we sorrow ? 
. The wisest will err^ and a. moment forget, 
l%at the clouhs in their sky may clear off on the morrow, 
And. days all shade-hiddi^n in bright glory set. 

There's liope in tlie futurj^lj for virtue can sleep in 
The depths of a heart that the world may despise, , 

And the sweet little cherub of mercy' may creep i», 
To wdke tfie young angel and bid him ari^e. 

There^s hope i^i the future ; then up and be doing, 
When tempest is token'd, trim fair for the gale ; 

And when the warm breezes' of fortune are wooing, 
Why crowd up thie shrouds,' boy, and unjreef the sail. 

There's ho{)e in the future ; e'en glory proveii palling, 
That garlands the brow without trouble or pain, 

As the ihaid is despised t^at will come without calling, 
Or treasures esiteem'd by the toils in their gain. 

There's hope in the future ; slnd who has ne^^l^cted 
The past, and tops highest the ladder of fame, 

Will most earn the honors he long has neglected, 

And wreathe brightest gems round the brow of his name- 
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THE y|IEHNGS OP J. ' NOBLER 

Who was- for years % Tayern-keeper^inHarrodsbtlrg',. Ky., on his 
leaying in ft st&te* of desUltutign, fhe sceno of his pro^erity and 
pleasure. 

Farewell to the scenes of my once Happy hoars, 
My heart swells with grief as t bid you adieu ; 

Farewell to xny gardecf, xhy orchard and flowers, . . 
With every' loved ^ot th^at recedes from my view. 

Farewell, my game-chickens, fell source of^ my pleasures, 
Farewell, the compauibns that hastened my fall; 

Your smiles were as brief as my fast fading treasuf es, . 
And where is old Cuff,* the best friend of you all ? 

When yon house was mine own with my children around me, 
Did ever a stranger in want pass my ddor ? 

No ; they ever a friend to the destitute found mty 
Yet now I am old, and oh God, I am poor. 

My hand was too open, my heart was too kind, 
And charity wanc(er'd too far from heT home ; . 

Yet these are reflections should comfort a mind,. 
That sorrowing, now amid strangers miist ro&m. 

* \ large pet bear. 
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Deserted and lonB, e'en the wife I ba4 cheiisb'd, . 

Tfaemo&er of chiidreQ st^U^dear to my heart. 
Was the first to'clesert iQe, that mvHnent.bope perish 'd, 

And pain bled afresh when I;saSn[ bet depart* 

r • . ' 

Farewell, my olcl irieiids, and. should ,s(Mnrow overtake you, 

* Qr pover^'s fsxegs ever mvk you Jber own, 
May health and may fortitude nerer forsake you, . 
And ne'er may you wander upblest and aloi^e. 



. ^ LINES/ 

• • . "* • ' 

SUQOBSTBD BT HEARING A NEGRO RELATE HI8. EXPERIENCE AT. A LOYE - 

FBA^T. ' '. . ^. 

Come, brothers and sifters, aad listen to me, 

While I give you a l^isson of love ; 
The voice of my Saviour has whisper'd ii^e free, 

Aiird I'm bound for the Canaan abcrve. - 

I rise in the m<>ming.ami-]^tei^e a warm prayer, 
Then away to the corn-field I go:;- - 

And I work with delight, for my Jesu^ is there, . 
And He can cheer all things, you. know. .•' 7* v,-' 

15 :' */... 
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In sunshine er shade I can fancy his smile^ 

He lives in the mnbow and showers, ' , ^ 
In 'the cfystals'ibat diinewhen die sunbeam'3 at play 
^ Dancb-oVer the grass and the flowers. 

When in driving my teamv or I shell 6ut my cOm, 
., Or go down in the valley to pray, 
If my Saviour but smile, oh how bright' is the morn, 
Each day is a sweet sabbath^day. 

' * . * 

I'm hurrying hom£, fof my dark clouds sure gone, 

And fliy soul bounds to heaven in prayer ; ^ ^ 
While mercy and love seems to beckon me on, 

And Jesus will welcome me there. 



LINES 



PROM A SOLDIER ON mERIO GRANDE, TO. AN AFFECTIONATE WIFB IX 
THE UNITED STATES. 



Though Vm far across the billow, 
With no fond caress of thine, 

Think not IVe a tearless pillow, 
'Neath this aching heart of mine. 
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Yet the wisb'd-for iiope before m«, 
' That we ^on may meet again^ ' 
Like an angel's smile^comes o'er me. 
To disperse the clouds of pain. , 

Is. my heart less warm towards thee, 
While no more I meet thy love ? 

Think thee do I less regard thee, 
While in' stranger lands I rove ? 

£ach succeeding moment trembles, 
O'er my fate die livelong day, 

And each flower I meet, resembles 
Some remembrance far away. 

When my children play around thee, 

^ How I envy thee their smilesy 
Links of gold that-closer bound thee 
Fondly in affection's wiles. • 

Every tender word here spoken. 

Comes across my heart in. pain, 

Whispering some endearing token^ 

-Pledged till we may meet again, 
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Will our n^eeting breatl^e affection, 
Such as thou qonld once impartV 

Warm within my recollection, 
From the fountain of thy heart ? 

Oh, how we. have loved each other, 
With a fervor few have known ; 

And^ the grief I fain would smother, 
Wakens, deepens passion's tone. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO W.vF. M. 

BT HIS BROTHER ^. M. OF LEAMINGTON, ENGLAND. 

Fateweli, th^re are hearts that yrill never forget thee, 
Where hallow'd afidctions at^ deeply en^hrin^d ; . 

There ave JeelingQ once, shared that wiQ ever f^ret thee, 
Wherever thou.goast around thee entwined. 

As weiidin^ thy way sm a far. distant shores ' 
When o'er thee the orange-tree pr6udly- shall wave, 

Oh say to thy feelings, wiU memory restore . 

The scenes,. the Joved forms which thy early thoughts gave. 
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Oh. warm are th« bopes'ancl the prayers thit shall bless thee, 

As oa thou art Bprne .o'er the billowy sea ; 
And ardent the.fe^Iings that still shall caress thee, 

Where'er the last steps Qf thy joitrn^ey shall be. 

Farewell, and. may blessings attend in thy train, 
Wherever thy life's chequered lot may be cast ; 

In sunshine or storm, amid pleasure or pain, 
. To ihee there are hearts that will cling to the last. 



ACROSTIC TO M. T. P. B- 

May pleasure strew her smiles arotmd thy way, 
To cheer the buoyant spring-ticae of, thy .day, 
Pure as the dew that gem Castilian flowers, 
Round rose-lipp'd beauty in the summer bawers. 
Oh may thine heart im?ympathetic glow, 
Gatch the warm tears from feeling's overflow ; 
Hourly may- joy her brig[htest scenes display, 
Enchanting'life, with glittering, varied ray. 
Should ever sorrow cloud thy path of truth, 
Trust in the love that beams around thy youth ; 
Each prayer of thine commands an angel carq, 
Reveal'd in heaven for thee on eayth to share* 
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. , . ACfeOSf IC TO A. S., 

Mikl as- evening's scrftest sigh, 

In early spring, 'mitf l)uds and flowers^. 
Serene as summer's dark blue sky, 

So sweetly glide thy youthful hours ; ' . 
And oh may bop^ with ang^l wing, 

Nurse the ycfung wishes of thine heart ; 
No thou^ that virtue might, not bring, 

Around tfty bosom pain impart ; 
Should ever Cupid's playful dart, 
Hover o'er thy glowing heart, 
Every joy shall rouild thee cling,. 
Love can strew, or pleasure brings 
Beauty such as Hiine can tbow 
Young roses'over earthly woe. 



I LOVE NOT. ^ 

Air—** Auld Lang Syne." \ 

I love not ^s I used to love, 
. With burning, thrilling power ; 
When each new pulse with raptui*e' strove, 
To gild the. passing, hour. 



\. 



I I^OVB KOT. . . \ 17,5 

I taeet pot as I used' to meet. 

Thy smiles {troudd my heart, 
When passion 6h»nM my Itng'ring feet, 

Beyond the wfch to part. 

,** ^ - 

' I live not ws I used to live,. 

To all but thee unknown ; 

' .When earth no further joy could give, 

Than .deermihg thee mine own. • 

I feel not as I Used to fee>,^ 

In early budding youth, 
When sweet affection's rosy seal, 

Had stamped my spul with truth. 

I Mng not now as once I sung, • 
\ When first Hope's flag urifurrd, 
Million'd^with mirrbr'd gems^ that flung 
•A grandeur "b'er the world. 

Time lays her frozen fingers now, » 
Smutch 'd o'er with^care and strife, 

Uppn my heart and lip and bi:oW, 
And chills the streams of. lifip. • 
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ACROSTIC TO S. E. W. 

Soft as the moonbeams on a quiet lake, . 

And beautiful e^s early spring-time coses ; ' ' 
Loved as the thrills that o'er the bosom break, 

Like neW'^found treasures where first love reposes;' ' 
In sweetest rounds of rapture glide thy days. 

Each moment bringing some new hoped-for joy, 
Eire care atten\pt to steal young pleasure's rays, 

Which time may shadow but can ne'er destroy ; 
Each virtue and' each iloental grace be thine, 

In youth of age still may thy k)t be blest ; 
Serene when clouds make other hearts repine. 

And every change bring pleasures to thy breast ; 
Grant, if a grief wake in thine, eyes a tear, 
Each wish'd-for smile may form a rainbow there," 
Reposing lijce s\\eet thoughts above each coining year. 



THE MEXICAN WAR/ 

What mind prophetic thirough the gloom profound^ 
Can trace the picture in the dark background ? . ( 
The thousand curses that dn war await. 
And follow, hidden, through the conqueror's gate ? 



THE MEXICAN WAB. . 1.77 

. A vast Repnblio shrouded, pallM by gloom»' 
Nine million so^ls in fbar await *tbeir doom.* 

. How dread Ae insecority that binds . 
Its icy fetters o'er their palsied minds : 
From their loved homes scared fugitives they fly, 
Or nxeet the foe in frenzy— but to die. 
No more for them itssweets the. garden yields, 
Or golden grain nods o'er their, fruitful fields ; 
No more their native groves their hours t>eguile, ' 
Or limpid fountains in their pathyray smile. ^ 
. No longer novr, when modnlijght^s silver sheen 

.Throws its soft radiance o'er the village green, 
The young ^njoy the mu8iQ*breatbing hours 
In gay fandango, o'er the sleeping flowers ; 
N€> longer now the vesper's silver chime, 
Ringd on^ the evening's fairy*footed time, 
Or maidens clasp their crucifix In prayer, ^ 
TeH o'er ^eir beads, or ask the Virgin's cart : 
A wintery coldness shrouds fteir eviening lay, 
And &ares Devotion's .angel-form away. 
No longer now sweet sleep enchains the mind, 
Or blissful dreams a^und.the sefnses^wind ; 
But gh&sfly. forma fierce, ill-doom'd terrors bpng, 
And screaming vultures jBap the boding .wing. 
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r 

The, mother clasps her inifant to her breast, '- . 
^ And asks (^ .Hctayen/ia sobs, a fiaal r^. 

Oh why has freedom bathed her. hands in, blood, 
While her own altars unmolested stood ?* >- 
Was not her star-gemm'd banner vide junftirl'd, 
To shade oppression frbm an enslaved world? 
And will she crush the fledgelings: of an hour. 
In all the wanton tyranny of power ? 
Oh bid sweet Mercy si>read her soft white wing, 
And to their homes your conquering legions bring. 



LIFES YOUNG SCENES- - 

Come, Memqry, take me once more by the hand, 
And lead me afar to my own native land \ * - 

Oh take me again to my own cottage door, 
Where the toys of my childhood str6w wildly the floor ; 
With my mother caressing, I see her smile now. 
While combing and parting the curls on my brow ; 
With the fatiiei[ that pray'd o'er me mormng and.eve. 
And the sisters-that wept when their brother woald grieve ; 
And the garden where pleasure sat (Circling the hours. 
As I watcja'd the young buds of my favorite flowers ; 
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Wilh'tKe old firystia^; thorn, 'twixt.the sUU^and the gate, 
Where o.uf fheetings were eftrly, and paitiogd were late ; 
Whiledie moonbeams Aat ohequer'd the while blossoms thro' 
Laid silv'0ry gems, on the daisy-cqp'tl dew ; 
And the little green meadow that sk>ped-to the broob, 
Where. my footsteps oftfoHowM th(5 windings it took ; 
' Or I sloopM down to pluck — oh how dear is the theme ! 
The brigKt. yellow blossoms that studded the^s^riefam ; 
Or I plaited a cap of the rushes that grew • . . : 
On its green sedgy banks, for — PH not tell you Who ;. 
Or snatch'd at the -minnows, which oft as I dipp'd \ 
My hand in the stream, 1ihr<^gh,my foil'd fingers slipp'd ; 
I remember, v^keu wearied, the nook where I laid 
Ofi the grass, while the trout p'er the bright ripples play'd. 
As ray little dog .Dash» at the top of his speed. 
Chased the zig-zaging butterflies over the mead^ 
It was out of that bank from thej moss round about, 
That a little brown linnet came fluttering put, 
And it circled my head for a mimite or. more, 
Then flew to the spot it had sprung from before ; 
.1 parted the flowers to the moss, in the shad^,' 
And found out the tiny round nest it had made ; 
The eggs were all speckled, and warm fyom the breast. 
And I wish'd them my own, yet J left them to rest ;' 
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And in le&Ting the brook bovr my young heart did boimd; 
For it was the -filrst bird's nest I ever had found. 
Could time take me back through the 'mistrgloom of years. 
To the green spots of childhood made holy by- tedrs, 
Would the cowslips and primroses seen througfh -die shade 
Of "the old hawthorn tree, look as bright froinlhe^atl'e:?. 
Would the brook be as clear, or the rushes fis gnieiv? * 
Or the bird's nest give joy fits when last it was seen ? 
Would the daises or butterbiipfi bioomto the e^e » 
Of the faded old man, as they did to the boy ? *^ ' / 
Oh no, forthe waves of the dark sea of years- 
Are over his spirit, and 'dro\t'n, it in teajrs. 



PARAPHRASE OF A LETTER, 

WBITTIN'BT A RETCaKED VOLUNTBBK, FRdll XllICO, TO HIS PARENTS, 
A F«W DATS BBFaltB HIS DEAtH, IK NBV ORLRAKS. 

TTie curtains, of death close in darkness around me, 
My spirit ere long like a bird will be fr«ee : 

Tho' I stray'd from my home to where wild warhad bound me., 
I know that forgiveness is breathing for me. 
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No mother to pillow my«h6£^d in- its angaisb, ^ ^ . 

'No father to Jwipe tjiB dpath-sweai from my brow j 
Not long amid strangers In. paii) shall I languish, 

I feel the cold hand of the^rave on me now. • j 

The God I have'^oved from. my earliest childhood, 

My shield from the death-storm, now beckons me home ; 

Lo, Saviour, I come froin 'earth*'s ddrk, tangled wild-wood. 
Through Eden's bright bowers aniicl sunshine- to roam. 
<s • * '. ' y 

I fe^r the cold panga of th^ grim King of Terrors, 

Yet angels are waiting to soften the pain ; . 
Then grieve not; the loss, I shall triumph o'iet eirror, , ^ 
Ndr'wish my.freed spirit .in, bondage again. • 

And oh,irf thte beautiful, boundle&s dominion, 

How happy pur tneeting— when parting'^ no more ; 

Where sorrow's dark shade finds.no resf for her pinion, 
O'er death '^s boundless' main, on eternity's shore. * 



THE NEW YEAR. 

The snow-shfoud is* woven, the last trembling tear 
Like ah icicle hangs oh the fast fading year. 
The winter-storm groans as it flits flirough the aif^ 
A requiem howl'd o'er the grave of despair. 

16 • 
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Hark.! heard you that kfiell^n the midnight's lone toiSgue^ 
As it woke the hew year ths^t cain^ .shiv'riiig %long ; 
How varied and wild the reflections it brought. 
While troubling, the waveji on 'the. broad Sea of- thou^t.; . 
How oft "had our bark, wheh lifers ocean ^rew wiUy ' ' 
Been toss'd in its sinewy ^rms like a <;bild, ' \ * ' 

With* rudder unriiipp'd, sails-flashing o.n high, , 

Like searbirds, dark spotting tlfe bre^^t of the ^sky ; ' ^ 
No pilot, no' compass, no chart of 'the way, 
No starrgfeam by night, and no sunbeam by day* 
The white foam <?iirlM proudly its crest in the eloud,* 
And the storm-spirit echoed long, d^earyj sfnd loud. 

Crash, crash, went the masts, as she heaved to the Sky, 
That ansv'er'd in thunder the seaman's shrill cry ;/ . 
Dark clouds like a pill gathered blacknesis around*,'. 
See, see th^ huge wave^from the vessel ]:ebound ; 
Hark ! heard you those prayers in the cleft of the storm r 
'As the angel of Iqi^e, bent his beautiful form, . . 
Like lUe rainbow of hope, o'et- the archway of joy, 
From the oceanV extremes to the bhr^ of the sky. 
See, see where the dloilds rdl in grandeur away,* 
And the waves hide their hfeads in. the mist of the spray, - 
Peace, peace catne in music, for Jesus was. there, 
Aad the huse bill9ws nestled to sjeep in his care. 
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With Jesus as pilot on Zion^s old bark^ 
We have compass and rudder and star in the dark; 
And oH mSiy He guide us life's wide ocean o'er, 
'Till a plank be heaved out on eternity's shore.. 



ACROSTIC TO M: T. ^ 

May Joy from out her favor'd. bowers, ■ 
Around. theie fling her vvildei^t flbwers •; 
iRoses in jthy .path be blowing, ! 

Young,' and beautifully glowing ; . 

As the fairy-footed, titoe, . , 

Txips along to notes of ^lee, ' 

Ob may Sw.^ets from' every clime,. 
Melt in honey' dews for Ihee. 
Lady X)f the' ebon tress, 
In whose eyes beanis tenderness,. - ; 
Ne'er. tn^ care with raven jwing. 
Shadows o'er thy future fliiig ; 
Oh,, may hope in rainbow dyes, 
Nurise thy yoiiag^wijglies as they glowing rise. 
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' . TO MISS M. S. Q. L. 

' • * ^ ■ I 

/ 

Swan'" of the deeply wounded wing, ^ 

' I love, those sorrowing notes of tbihe, 
For oh/ across my heart they fling 
Tlje pleasure-pangs thai once'-wtre mine. 

In life's young morn thy heart was sear'd, 

• By disappointment's withering brand, 
And thy lone waking pillow tear'd '; ^ 
By streams that flow'd from sorrow's iknd. 

Qh tune, sweet bird, that strain agftiii. 
The fond, ear. lisjtening courts tby l^y, , . 

And flowers breathe sweeter incense when 
Theiy smile beneath thy musfc's. play. 

Thy last, sad> sweetest warblings o'er^ 
Thy wing shall trace a sunnier clime, 

Where streams and flowers for evermore 
Shall glad that drooping heart of thine. . 
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: MY PAST, 

My past has been poison'd with weeds from my birth, ' 
And the future afibrd^ me no promise of flowers, 

My heart 'scarcely knows the kind sunshine of earth, 
For adversity's clpuds ^ver diairkenM my hours. s 

The streamlets of kbpe in their rippling play. 

Wander^ far from the fields where my footsteps have 
stray'd ; '■ - /- >•..** 

While the rose-bud' stjpm'd droopipg with tnars oniny way^ 
And Ab scertes l.most loved, were the soonest to fade. 

My hea^t has been cfush'd by uhkiijidness and care, 
^ -And' wounded affecti6ns have waken'd nriy tear«, 
My-fipirit is broken and tamed by despair, - :,.;-/• ' • 
And my soul b'ow'd down by the anguish of. years. 

Yet oh there's a r^st whet« the weary will lay, 

When the struggle.is over, and time breathes its fast,'' 

When mortality sleeps in' its confines of clay, 

And the spirit no longer bi'bods 'over the past, d ,' 

■ ■ ■ ■ .ie»- ^ ".;, ■■ 
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LINES,' ■. • ' ' , 

ADDRESSED TO W. F. MARVIN. BT HIS BROTHER, JHCHaRD MARVIN. 

I saw thee fast when childhood gay, . 
Beguiled with dreams the blissful day ; 
When nature's gayest smiles .were taugh'ti 
To will my fond believing thought ; ; 
Childhood^ the "home of fancy's flowers, 
Where hope still leads the circling hours,^ 
Life, dearest theme in every stage,. 
The' song of yoiith, the harp of age ; 
From thence what mournful sweetness^springs, , 
When memory wakes the answering strings ; 
The tear will leave its bidden cell, 
" And passion own the pleasing spell^ ' • 

While nature's mutest, feeblest chori, 

Vibrates responsive to the word. 

> • • ". • * • 

Years to their home have fleeted fast, 
The boundless ocean of the past, 
Abd jaded memory gives to thee, * 
But the forgetfulness of me ; 
Yet should thy once loved native shore^ 
Thy lingering wishes claim ho more, 



•LINES, 



-^V- \.-'ttV 



Each kindred bosom still would grave, 
The transient joys that faacy gave. ' 
Once more thy childlyxiil'^^lioiue I view, 
And trac^ its parting J[>y§ ^new ; 
Again* I mark the d^:ii|3joil spot, 
Tod dear to each to b« Xqr^ot;p, 
Where. oft our wearied fonfts have laid, 
Benes^th the willow's grat^fuF i^de. 
Yet Nature's- wilder, beauties tell, 
The. scenes. where fancy loved to dwell ; 
Still beauty^s spirit lights the. dawn, 
^ And strews with smiles the daisied lawn ; 
Still darkly waves the distant wodd. 
Still rippling falls.the Ij^napid flo9d ; 
Young H6pe once fondly hover'd there, 
And still would I her blessings share ) 
But; while the transient widi beguiles. 
She far removes her winning smiles ; 
- Yet iime sihall snatch unfading flowers, 
If peace but calrii its* closing bours,^ 
And o'er the. scene sweet Hope the while, 
Shall waft .a bright unclouded SHiile. 

Hinckley, Jiieiceetershire, England-, May 2Bth j 1837.' 



■^ 
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DIRGE, - 

OVER THE GRAVE OF; GENERAL Z. TAYLOR, 

Rest, warrior^ rest, in thy home-nursed bed, • 

A soldier bard breathes of thy name ; 
Yet faiiit are the laurels he 'wreathes round thy head, 

While the world is too .scant for fliy'fame. . 

How brave in the battle, — tjiine afni was a host; 

And confidence flash'd from thine eye^ 
Where death cViiifg to dangef was ever thy post. 

And who but' to shield thee would diei 

Thy course, like the qver that witnessed thy fame, , "^ 
Swept over each wave tfiat would bound ; 

And the echoes of »ges' shall thunder thy nam&i 
To the hills ahxl the mountains around. 



f 



The dread frbWning forts of ihc famed' Monterey, 
Be-domed and be-castled iii pride, ^ 

Like teeds in the tempest before thee gave way, 
Or wrecks on Time's. wild surging tide;. 



< . ^ 
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The gdrge-skUted- hills on the Visibafs'vfide breast, 
.. Are cnrich'd with the blood of <Ch€- brave, * 
An^'^e moiiataiDS, Time'^s moftun^'ents, .silently re$t, ^ 
Hugq sentinels, o^er their broad gr^vB.; 

^ Rest, warrior, rest^ in tby. borne nursed bed, 

Yet' the batfle-tinged beams of thy sun . . - 
Will ne'er shed a haild sa bright o'er thy bead, - 
As thy kindly forbJearancJe has done. ' :* . 

Spare, con^rades,.a tear o'e^r your Taylor's loved grave, 
Since Heaven has enlisted his* breath, \/.. : 

His name's muster-roU'd with the gjoxibus brave,' 
And be only surrender'dto dclath: 



FRAGMENT OF 'A N:fiW YEAR'S ADDRESS 

; , ' ' FOR 1845*. ■ 

* The pen of time anm^nded," still Writes on • 
Th6 gloomy requiem, of ages gone ; . 

And as the moments drop in hai^y strife, . ,. ' - 
They leave but bubbles, on the sea of life ; 
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Where are the hours, the hapf>y hours when w^ • - 
Stood smiling, prattling, by a mother's kriee.? . 
When unfledged Hope spread out her cherub wing' . 
Like the young giories- of the opening sprint ; 
When the warm hearth, and all around i^ smiled, 
To cheer the parents and to bless, the cbiFd ; . 
When many voices »mitigled in the throng, 
Or silence hush'd to bear a sister's song;'. 
When truth, like rubies, woo'd' the. lips apart,- 
And kindness wreathe^ its rose^ round tbeiieart ; 
When fraud and meanness,- or dull, brOial rage, . 
Portray'd no villain on thfe yoathful page ; ; • <^ 

T^o slander coil'd, in sullen torpor lay^ 
Till summer sun;s should give the poiB(>n play ; 
And joy ^nd hope their sqften'd tints impart,. ' 
Then strikes -its ^ngs in venom to the heart : 
No falsehood glibly rbllM fro^i sainted tongue. 
Warm in vibration from the prayer or saqg j 
No talents wasted where high hopes we.re laid, 
' Nor gilded vice disgraced the classic shade ; 
No fawning friends siteak'd Ground, how falsely named, 
'J^o propagate the slander foes had frai^ned ; 
But softest, sweetest interchange of thought, 
Within the tiny web of life seem'ci wrought. 
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Seraph of beauty vfing awsty t^e >cloiid, 
That bangs fioeotian, o'^r our spirits sjiroud, 
And thou, Uxe muse; inspire some fi^er Is^^ 
'Well exorcised,. to. drive the fiend awaiyl 
Home of the beautiful, home of the brave,- . 
Where freedom's flag flpats over tyraniiy's grive ; 
.,Tb(5ugh hope folds her pinions a moment in night. 
It. is but to gatheif new strength for her flight ; 
Shall the name that the Hampdens and Sidneys made dear, 
Be bprpe to the.grave without strug^l^ or tear ? 
.Shall the beacon that welcomed the stranger to rest, 
Be* sunk in the billows that broke on its breast ? • 

Shall the stars thathaye shone thro' misfortune's dark night 
Be clouded in^shan^e by a false, glariiig light? 
Oh tio, there's a wail on the winds— -and the cry 
Comes Stlbud froin the heart, l6t not Whigery die. 
' Now Uirn we to this Ashland chief, . 
Whose, name 's on etei^ nation's le^af ; \ 
With tranquil brdw, and eye of light. 
He gazed upon the unequal fight. 
Where, truth opposed to fraud and hate, 
O^er matth'd, not comluer'd, met its fate; 
He bore the surge-like ocean rock ; * : 
Unmoved, amid the billow's shock ; ^ . 
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( ' . . . 

f \ • "» 

Th^ foam from mountain waves that roU^, 

Dims not tlie sunshine of his soul ; 

. Butas th« .sjpiray goes dancing by 

Reflects a rainhpw in 'his sky^ , 



THE BLACK CAP: 

I love to see the little blapfe cap tome, 
On winter mornings round my cottage.'bome, 
With sparkling eye, and little ntit-brown bill, 
To pick tK^ crumbs. laid on the wiridow sill. • 

Chirp, chirp, iamd now he calls his mate»to ^^re, 
From off the rose-bush, nigh his sinjple fare ; 
Sidles. his wings, in warth affection due, 
Arid pecks for her the larger crumbs dn two. 

Now the glad sun Jights up the glittering- spray, . 
Upon the treWsM woodbii^e where tHey stiy. 
As back they flutter^ and the whoje dJiy long, 
Rfepay me for their breakfast in a song: 
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And thus may I my thinks as duly pay 
To the great Power that* feeds me every day \ 
And Uke the pretty bhck cap, kindly share 
The scatter'd (inlmbs my daily wants may spare. 



SON<i TO THE DESPONDING. 

Air— " The soldier'ar dream." 

Bear up, though indignity^ insult and scorn, 
' Like clouds of the.nighf-stonn may darken thy way ; 
Bear up till the sun struggles out in the morn, 
And gold drops of pleasure distils from the jspray. 

Bear up— ^can rude ruffians thy spirit control, 
Or gyring from thy bosom a sigh or a pain? 

Can midnight assassins^ wring tears from thy soul, 
Or thy spirit be fetterM by calumny's chain ? 

Bear up — though the waves of adversity heave 
O'er thy storm-riven bark, till it logs like a wreck. 

And the messmates of fortune, the land-lubbers, leave 
Thy fate to the tempest that sweeps o'er thy .deck. 
17 ^ 
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Bear up to the gale — look. aloft thi-ough the shrouds, 

While lash'd to the helm in its rude guiding strife, 
< As cherubs of mercy smile through the dark clouds, 
To pilot thee home o'^^r th^ billows of life. - 
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Mysterious power, glad rescuer from the grave 
Of all we loved on earth, that art can save. 
The statue gracing pieijiory^s niche, may fade, . . \ 
-Yet rise renew'd, beneath thy magic aid. 

How many smiles those cheri^h'd looks will bring 
To friends long hence, on retrospection's wing. ' 
Years may roll on, while time spare' pleasure gii^es, 
And yet the semblance of the. loved one lives ; 
Lives in the smile' which solaced once the heart, 
And in its being's essence form'd a part ; ' 
Lives to direct, to act, to think, to speak, 
Not with. the utterance of mortal tongue, 
But through the spirit breaking a low song 
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In soft old drains, to (nind^-to^ memory dear, 
The dying m^c of each byrgone year, 
Pointing its- finger down the stream of life 
To. some calm sea,, beyond care's surging ^rife. 
Where' our frail bark a, fast cabled, soon \«ill be, - 
Bfeside the wljE^rf of immortality. . • . ' . 



.THE DESERTED MAIDEN'S LAMENT.^ 

He comes not agaiii, thq^ugh the.tides of long years 
Have ebb' d and have flow'd since he fled ; 

Yet th^ fountain of -love is still brimming with tears, 
And sorrow has sdver'd my head. 

The vows that be breathed by the moon's gentle,light, 

* Still weave a fpnd cbarm o'er rny heart ; 
Wkile the stars that kept watch on the bosom of night, 
. Yet gleam over memory's chart. 

HexOmes n®t again, though I fancy his song '. 

breathes sweetly from ev^ry grove. 
And the sound of his foot cheats me all the day long. 

Yet still the illMsionl-love. 
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He comes not again «- while I wonder, ah me, . " 
If his voice has the 6aiite gentle tone ; 

If the cUrls on his brow cluster jetty and free. 
As wbeii I once deem'd them mine own. ^ 

He comes not again ; afe the fettenr of death 
Enchain 'd on his once willing feet ? • 

And is it^his spirit's sweet whispering breath. 
That musics the an^sh I meet ? 

He comes not again^ but I fsmcy his smile, 

In sunshine, still bectcon^ to. me ; 
And t have but die waiting and watching awhile, 

To meet him o'«r life's rugged sea 



THE LONE OLD MAN. 

My path of life is lone and drear, 
I've no friends left me now ; 

No gentle voice the gipom to cheer, 
That gathers o'er my. brow. 
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The summer beams of earljMiitn-n, . 

IsTo kincllinrg joys impart ; / 

\ They light the gems on fidwer and thorn, * 
But cannot gild my heart. 

The kindly handisthat oJQsed in mine^ 
Are fclutch'djn selfish cate ; . . ' 

And smiles that 'welcomed ^' Aul4 lalig isyne," 
No mare their greetings, share. 

Age creeps aloQg with ste^althy tread, 

While anguish, want, and tears, 
W^ave faded chaplets round' toy head, 

That thorn my tottering years. , 

Oh, would I were S child again, 
* • With sunshine on my brow ; 
A mother's care was o'er me then, 
' But no one loves me now. 



17* 
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Time's untired eagle round ^e earth once more 
Has circling flown, while fell disease and death, 
In hideous form^ attendant on- his train, ' 
Has swept the nations like a mighty scourge ; 
And t^ken hence with rude^ unsparihg>band, • 
Whom we most loved and taluedihere below. 
One you all knew, fell victim to its ire, . 
Through ministrations at. the bed of death ; 
In placid beauty o'ct his broad, fair brow 
Benevolence,/ and piety, and truth. 
Cast a calm grandeur; and hi$ mild blue eye 
Bespoke a purity that shrined his heait. . 
His palsied hand ^ fore forty by-gone years;. 
And s!;asive tongue, had pointed out to youth 
Th^ fame of hon(v seen through learning's page, 
His tottering limbs were ever prone to stray 
Where want had cower'd, or death h^d wove a shroud. 
And ready hand, unsparingly bestowM ^ 

The scanty crumbs that fortune gave him here^ 
His church's pillar/ and its shaken form 
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Disjointed, totters o'er his moulded pile. 

. Thej crush'd their promises^ jEind buried Him 
Without tbe pdle of bis dwn sepulchre, 
Where no stone* te)ls. His soon forgotten grave, 
His high nobility of Christian worth, 
Or boundless latitude, of his great heart. 
Nations. belligerent wade deep in biobd, 
While virtue, valor, crush'd by brutal force, 
Still wears the fetters tyrants ri-Vet <jn. 
Yet is the march of liberty untired. 
While pen and swor^, almighty in her cause. 
Press to enfranchise those who woi^ld be free*. 
Who has hot wept o'er brave Hungary '3 fall, 
And sqorn'd the autocrat. who forged her chains? ' 
The noble Kossuth, and his patriot band, 
From out their sanctuary he would drag, ^ 

• A^d feast, and fright his serfe with martyred gore. 
Will nations bear this sacrilege of law ? 
Stntggler4B for freedDm-T-patriots-H-become • 
The wide world's guests, while all the good and' wise 
.t)f eV^ry land, will act as sponsors for, 
. And safe protect their (\harge ^ith a broad love. 
Ob liberty! thou first, best boon of earth. 
Thou cheriihM attribute of noble souls. 



200 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

iiLssence . divine, that nectars life's full cup,' 
And shores with gbld the tide of happiness. * 
• 'Tis curious through the mystic glaafs of thought 
' Observantly, reflective, to look on, 
Ana catch, the v^ded passions of mankind ;• 
Enshrined in beauty, here and Jthere are fpund, 
Btstuddiiig the wide earth, yet far apart, 
. Like lump's: of gold in Californi;^ mines, 
The truly virtuous, and the^ generous hearts : ' 
The world awards to such, nq honest meed^ . '' 
But dubs them hypocritical; and puts ,. 
A cap and bells uplift their worthy brows. 
Amid the mass, -a motley Proteus crew, 
Veirders of mischief^ slandering, stalk abroad, 
Whetting tjieir viper-fangs in feverish hate, ; • 
And searching every cra/iny where to lay 
Jhe egg bf discord, severing the. ties . 
Of wpvf n friendships, or affections bond ; 
And stumbling on to their own hell of pain, 
Amid the* scatter'd. rjiins they have wrought. ^ , 
These are but fly-blows gasping 'rieath the. salt 
That saturates the earth, there let th'em writhe. 
All nature wears a general bcjauty. 
And the seasons roll grandly in or'der,_ 
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Harmony and iove, shouting in thundei: 
• Thrqugh the darkening storm, breathing in flowers, 
Pictured in motihtain, vallejr, bill and plain ; ., / 
And in the glorious stars that .mirror fofth 
The architecture of tbfe dome of heaven, 
And in the mind, whose subtlest workings ne'er 
Caii follow ciose^ or comprehend itself, 
In all things here, above, below, around,'- 
And ittthe conscience-workings Of our hearts, 
And aspirations high, we deeply TM 
The' sacred presence of a mighty power, 
That breathes in every thought a God, a God. 
^ Intemperance, beneath the genial sun 
Of kind, warm hearts, is melting from the earth, 
'Tis only here and there a poor stray sheep, 
"With piteoua bleat, and fleece all torn and soil'd 
^ Amid the brambles sown by folly's hand, , 

Is sorrowing found, a feeble, lone, doom'd thing, 
Th^t feasts' on misery, and icUy hears* • .. 

The winning softness of the shepherd's voice, * 
Regardless, passing by tB^ open fold. 
Still, gentle shepherd, do not give him up» 

Time's, swift progression brings its changes home, 
And Ii^es Danville with its blandest smiles ; 
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Where shattered fralnes stood trembling to the gale, 
Or old Dutch gahles peak'd from sq^uare to square, 
Like fairy-work noV: oti their sites are found, 
Huge palaces 'that beautify the sc^ne, 
. Ahd tell, of growing thrift more loud than words. 
The march is onwards, and contemplates still 
Advantages more high,, a railway soon, 
The key of commerce, 'opening wude her gates. 
And Ibringing distance to o,ur rery doors, . . . • 
Will crowd our sti^j^Pwitb fresh, enlivening trade,- 
And give impet^M^>i^e0(^ power. . 



ilil"' 



WRITTEN* IN MONTEREY, MEXICO, ON HEARING OF THE DEATH OF 
JJ)HN B. LAPSLEY, OF ELIZABETHTOWN, KY. * 

Thou art gone to the hr^^ sunny land. 

Where the gogd 4pd thfe beautiful go ; 

- ■ • ■" . . ' • • -^ 

^And thy bark by the breezes of Eden is fannMj 
Where. the waters of life gently flow.. 

Thou art gbn^ to thy own native home, 

Whefe the blis? thou hast dreamM of while here. 

O'er thy purified spirit in rapture shall come, 
As angels converse with thee there* ^ 
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Thou, art gone tQ the land of the free*, . 

With eternity bounding thy time ; '. 
Where the song of 1;he seraph thy music shall be, 

In the l^nd of the beautiful clime. ' , 



DESULTORY THOUGHTS. 

.Time's-drooping moments on'the seii of life^ 
Bathed amid sunshine, roll their burtiish^'d scales 

* P^er the blue depths that bosom them in gold ; 
Or lashed by tempest heave huge billowy -waves 
In crested grandeur o*er a wfltery world. 

Nations are motes upon the wheels' of timfe ; 
The sunsc^t of their glory links the ray»' ' ^ 
Of their young dawning — all of art must fade: 
Th^ chisell'd marble bursting into'^life 
In bust or statue, and £he penciPd truth 
Breathed on the canvas from the fires of soul, 
For immortality ; pyramid and tower, 

-\TempIe and palace, and proud monument, 
With all the gorgeous grandeur niched in art, 
Must pile the wreck of matter, and dissolve. 
Yet nature', in her essence, knows no change ; 
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Yon fleecy dome arch'd o'er iH^mensi^i 

Is daily lifted up from glory's fires ; 

Or dark, besprent with millionM growing gems, 

Like aogels eyes upon the fs^ce of ni^t; ' 

The opened casket of Omnipotence^ 

Set in the light-house of eternal love. 

What broad ideas crowd the train of ipind, 
And clog her wheels, in track so intricate ; 
While dark, intangible, quiescent jbrms . 

Float on the subtle ether, breathing jstrange 
Unearthly music to the spirit's ear ; 
The shadowy, long*lapsed ages dimly come, 
Like spectres o'jer the heated brain of thought,. 
And fomi a chaos in reflection's world, . 
A dream beneadi the coverlid of clouds. 

The grateful earth with Mmunl bounty teems,. 
Blushing with beauty, redolence and lore, 
In glad reciprocation of her stores. 

The mountaiapeaks still cap their brows with clouds, 
In deep, dark grandeur' the wild forest waves ; 
The cataract, in dread magnificence 
Rolls its wide volume, with imperioua haste, 
In thundering surges to the broad spread sea 
That bosoms it, a drop on its wide waste. 



DESULTORY TJIOUGHTS., . 205 

The daisied dcdis in wonted beauty smile, 
Where toil-worn thought broods over by-gone dregms, 
And lislsthe.d^inty. song o£ amorous birds 
Breathed o'er sweet'odors of the blossom'd boughs ; 
Where roses trellis^d* arch. the violet's bed, 
And the young fiiifg-do^eis coo themselves to rest, 
While the blithe cottager, with jdeep'hiftg bksh, 
Trips o'er the threshold of- her wpodb^ned bower, 
And Veils her beauties frdm the vagraltit e^e. 
Hppe's guardian formin nestling "tenderness, 
CHngs to the sorrow^ heart with anxious' cafe-e 
Fledging its future with ideal bliss : . 
The night's dark grande^ur, and day's beauty weave ^ 
A young elysium for tlie soul- wrapt sen§e ; 
While angel spirits flit around, and breathe 
A new-toned eloquence, aiidfajicy dwells 
In palaces of million'd clustering gems, 
Forth-mirroring their ever changing hues . -« ' 
^mid bright fountains, jetting pearlj spray, 
Laving the petals of u^numberM flowers. 
That breathe sweet weJcoine'to the silvery "flow, 

Hope is the spirit of the future's smile : ' 
Whose gefhtle' wing, with feathery soothing power, • 
Fans the rank fever of our down trod souls, ; 
18 ■ ' :-. 
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And snowy finger eloquently points 

To some far, beautiful and sunny home, 

Whose mountains clothed in hoary grandeur kiss 

The' (natron brow of slow receding time, 

As stretch'd her arms,, towards eternity. 

Whose fields are jasper 'd o'er with livii^ green, 

And'fleck'd with purple Nature's bricfal robe ; . 

Worn through all tim^, not holiday'd in pride ; 

Where lucid streams in rippling music, flow, 

Whose silver threads attenuated wind, . 

O'er shining gems, and beds of sanded gold-; 

Dancing in- pride among wilcf laughing flowe)rs, 

Of odors exquisite, and varied fbims, . 

With tints more rare) and. softly shaded down, . 

Than the broad rainbow that o'ercircles .them. 

Thfe world 's a crucible, where nature's t:qin* '-. 

Fused by false alchemy, is stampt awrong ; 

To be retested at the mint of God, 

Life 's but a dewdrop pendent on a flower, 

A sunbeam glancing o'er; a string of pearls ; 

A vision of the future dinil;^ seen, 

A little snow-flake on a turbid stream; 

A madd'ning ru5$h o'er a di'ead cataract, 

An atom borpe upon the breeze of time, 

Pinion'd withhdpe for immortality. 
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NEW YEAB'S ADDRESS ' 
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Time's bu^iy fingers^ showers 6er blessings round, 
Where'er our eagle's sheltering. wing is found ; 
Our .mountains teem with yet uncouhjted stores, 
Of mi'tteral- treasures, ia rich varied ores; 
Our bounclleas forests, wher^ the wild deer plays , ^ 

• 'Neath branching paks> th^t b^Mr the noontide's rays; ] ^ 
Our giant rivers, where in gdrgepus jride, 
Huge pal|.ces float, bounding o'er their tide. s 

' Our glowing fields stretch'dAvide with golden grain, ^ 
While flocks and h^rds.unnumber'd throng the plaiYx ; 

, Our meadows waving ri6h with green and gold, 
^ Where the stack'd treasures feed the neighboring fold ; 
Our well fiU'd barns, where stores of poultry stride, 
Around t^eir doors in well*fed strutting pride ; 
Our spreading iftHP^s, where * art and nature strives 
To bless the plou^'men^nd their thrifty wives ; . 
With rosy cbi^ren — subject well to rule, ' 
Who daily lessen at the. -neighboring school. 
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^ Ah, who'd forego, for California's gold, 

Such hpme-bound bliss-, as we may -here bchohd ; 
Risk health and comfort, and ^*en life, to gain .• 
Uncertain .pleasures, bought by toil and pain* 

Our crowded cities, Proteus shaped to please. 
In business, leisure, drudgery, or ea»e ; .. ' 
Here gilded opulence, aqd thread-bare pride, 
Elbow each other, strutting side by side. 
Here pleasure spreads her wings* of rainbow dyes. 
And sparks of love are lit in beauty's eyes. 
Here ships of trade, from every nation meet, 
And the wide world lays treasures, at our feet. 
With flags, whose hues their varied countries call. 
And freedom's stars' o'er bannering them all. 
, The 'world's broad eye beams o'er the prospect fair,' 
In admiration^ yet in jealoi^ care. 
Watches the threaten'd sparks that smould'ring lie, 
Where interest clashes, or opinionis cry : 
Gloats o'er the discord's fierce electric fire,- " ' 
And cbaunts a requiem o'er our funeral pyre. 
May deadening palsy 'strike the miscreant hand," * 
Would sow disunion o^er this favor'd land. 
Shall the proud fabric, bought by blood and tears- 
Blood of our sires — scarcfe live to mark their years ? 
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Sliall fancied wrongs, by North or South unfurf^d," 

Distrain.the freedom of^ one half the worhd ? 

Making the home where liberty was bornj ; 

A mock Ji^nd by- word for the nation's scorn ; . ' 

Oh rio, our Cass and Webster, Foote and Clay, 

Will stand like; giants in destruction's way \ 

Conceding all that honor can bestoWjV. 

And warding off to death the threat^n'd blow^ * ,• 

And 'here, & tribute dufe I fain would pay. 

To my he;art's idol, and the world's gr^at Clay. 

\Vhen the bark of our freedom was toss'd on the ocean, 
And thuttder-clouds gather'd around its fair form ; 
When the cjCew disunited ^grew pale with emotion, 
Your^Clay seized the hetm,,bdy^, and weatljer'd the storm. 
When the pinions of power darkly flapp'd o'er ouV nation ^ 
And tyranny bounded our course on the sea ;• .. 
His voice, Kke a trump^et, eall'd each td his station,. 
And shouted. Remember your fathers were free. 
. And again — when (iissensix)ii, from jarring opinions, 
• Or interest estranged: the brave South from the North""; 
His eloquence baffled "disunion's miinions, • 

And, angel of peace, in tl\e breach be stood fo^k ! 
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*Tho'his lodks bavQ bieeh whitened fey timers silver fipgyrs, 
His form slightly bow'd bythe pressure of care, 
Yet the glow of his mipd like the sunlight still lingers, 
And the crew of the Union never need fea^r. 

^ ^ "' '^' . ' ' * • . 

Who ha^ not he^rd of the- great coining fair ? > • 

'Tis said that all the. World's expected there; ; 

* Crown'd heads and dounts, republicans and lords, 
Will jostling meet — and baiidy loving worfls. 
While the Glass Pftlace, a great nation's toy, . 
Show6 the whole earth below-rabove all sky* 
Wi'ser, and better feelings^«eem to bind 
The world together, in more common mind ; ^ •. , 
Our iiatiye States with-Englan,d Has ally'd, 

. To join the Atlantic's and Pacific's tide,. 
While public works that erewtile. see(n?d to stand, 
Find feady progress now throughout the land. 

But hark, that wail, deep sorrowing like a storm^.. 
From yonder death -bed, where our Taylor'a form, 
lies pale and pulseless, and those eyes rf fire^ 
That flashM back .squadrons in their glowing ire, 
Are sightless now— those arms no more will wield 
,x The glittering blade, acroto the ^ensanguined field ; 
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Nor that brave heart, once warm with f(5eling's glow, 
Heave o'er th« sofrows of a vanqu^iji/d ipe. • 
Thy.fame^S thy mpnument^ and ex^jiiictleisi years, 
Shall bathe its shriae in consecraljpd tears. ' 

. ■ • f '' '. , ■ " 

Qne tribute here to yon sweet bird that brings, 
Such soul-lit music on her, genetbus wings: 
.Sweet warbler of the Swedish graves', 

Oh charm this listening ^ar of mine ; 
Not melody of angeHs lovej? '..^w. ^ . 

Could breathe such teairt-felt stiains as thine. 
The wildest echoes of thj hilfe, 

Come ''m.u8ic?d o'er the heart from thee ; • 
-The herdsmian's cry — the- murmuring" rills^ 
- The nightingale's sweet miusfrelsy. 
01^ &0U bast made a natiop glad, 

And lured its ravis^M soul along ; • 
Thy generous hand has eheer'd the sad. 
And thy hfeart's softness trilh thy song. C . 
- Jhen comev loved bird, thy warbling^ bring, 
My patrons Wait thy strains to cheer ; 
Their s^iiles will shine upon thy wing, 

And hearts o'eiilow with pleasure's t^ar. ' ' 
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. Intemperance, with fell, msidious wing. 
Still flits arotind, its miseries to bring ; 
The gilded bar-rooms still with glittering show, 
Attract Ae unwary to their deadly foe, 
While some gone cases, whom I most deplore, 

. Tip ^eir sly mutchkins off behind the door; 
Reel to their cfaiurch, upbn the Lord's own day^ * - 
And seat them on the foremost bench to pray ; 
Bawl out to Heaven their dolorous, whining cry, 
As if their tJod was deaf, or was not by ; ^ 

Stsdk round from store to store> with gin-fed ire, , 
And spit blue ruin in each neighbor's fire, 
Till all. the world avoids them as a pest, ^ " 
And e'en their church has deem'd their absence best. 

And now, one word about our thrifty towrfy 
. On which prosperity showers blessings dpwn; - 
Its s^hpols-and college centralize its fame, . 
And. o'er the Union spreads abroad its name. 
Its skili'd mechanics, and its well-filled Stores 
Bring far-off ^strangers to its crowded doors ; 
- While soon a raib^ay, bringing dista.nc^ near, 
Will wak^ new interest on the tradesman's ear, 
Make it a depot for the country »ound,v . 
And mart for each dpmestic produce found ; 
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Advance tw©-iFold the value of estate, 
And bring new chamces to the^pooj? man'^ gate ; 
Making our town a wharf to rivers round. 
Upon whose shores a]J ne^ds of earth abound ; 
, And foremost coal — essential to bring forth . . 

All other ores of native inountain?d worth — 
Making our village tiest ambng the best/ * 
The glowiiiig', .thriving Pittsburg of the West ! 



LOVE'S SERENADE. 

Oh rise by thje moon's silver light, love, • 
* And dim the night gems with thine eyes -/ 
The^pearls on the grass glitter bright, love ; 

Oh rise, dearest maiden, arisig. 
The meadows are laughing with flowers, love, 

And nightingales inusic the grove, - 

Then oh steal from^ thy sleep the bright hotirs, Iqve, 

And list my guitar as we rove. 

Down, down where the rivulet's waves, love, 
^ Kiss the violet's lips as tHey flow. 
And the daisy its silver cup laves, love, 

And lilies out-virgin the snow ; < ' . 



214 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

We'll rove 'where the blossoms are young, Fove, 
And odors have mingled their sweets, 

And pearls on the hawthorn are strung, Ibye^ - 
In Ae vine-woven rosy retreats. 

My heart for long years has been thine, loVe,. . 

Then tenderly Kst to its lay ; • 
Oh whisper through smiled thou art mine, love, 

Ere rose-clouds unbosom the day. 
The pulse that responds to my heart, Ipve, 

In ev^xy throb whispers of thee. 
Then why do we linger apart, love ? 

Oh, w^ken apd wander with rae. 



MY HUSBAND'S LOVE. 



INSCRIBED TO MRS. M 



I have no secrets now ; my husband's love 
Has rooted up the wilderness of weeds 
That grew about my childhood and mj^ youth. 
And mad^ a summer garden round, nly heart, . ..^ 
An Edep rich with fruits,- ai^d stfeliins, and flowe^j^.^ 

I have no secrets now-; wheii^'er iiis foot 
T«lls its soft music to my list'ning eaiCj 
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My busy heart wakes up its sweetest smiles . 

To- welcome him, and fondest memory tries ^ 
To conjure up some truth to cheer his heart, 
A waken'd reminiscence, that will bring- 
Some, loved old tun^ to his glad memory. 

I bav^ no secrets now ; affection's gems, . 
Iti little noisy pledges. play ardund 
The winter fire-side of my hopes and fears^ 
And sparkle in the future diadem. 

I have no -secrets. now ; my husband's love 
Has been the magnet uhfo all the joys 
That earth can satellite ground me here. 

I, have no secrets now ; my hoi?ie and hejlven 
Fill evety corner of my grateful heart y ' 
Nor will I fear, 'the inevitable change 
That must ere long come over me and mine, 
Bu-t bundle up my blessings carefully, 
And like a travieller wend my. way to God. 
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Or a momittg'%and evening's ramble thxDugh its beautifully wind- 
ing walks and £iden-like bowers, with a view of its new and mag- 
nificeat palace, and distant glimpse of its splendid ball-room, as 
the music from its full orchestra came, in rich and fitful cadenoe 
over my delighted and wrapt feelings. 



RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO MISS S. £. GRAHAM, NOW MRS. 



The young Aurora shook her dewy wings, 

In balmy fragrance o'er the rural springs ; 

The drooping roses, seem 'd Suffused in tears, ' 

Like gems of feeling, set mid hopes and fears ; 

The buds were blushing^ as in conscious worth, 

And woo'd. the morn to bring their beauties forth. 

The lengthened vista, canopied by bloom 

Of shadowing locusts, in its wild perfume 

The humble woodbine jaunting here and there . 

With tendrils twined, its neighbor's strength to share, 

While golden flowers just tippM with drimson hue, 

In clustering beauty o'er its branches grew. 

And on yon bank with gems unnumber'd. spread^ 

The purple violet droops its modest head, 

The tiny daisy and the lily fair. 

Waft their faint perfume on the ambrosial air, 
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And'wiM-thyme mingling in the varied mass, 
Tops, with bright purple the young waving grass ; 
The hawthorn blossoms, and the flowering plum 
Smiles forth in freshness to the bee's wild hum. 

How fair the landscape, here a sunny glade, 
And there, umbrageous, soft'ning into shade. 
Here nature rises in fimtastic mound,^ 
And tiiere a vale, with roses clust'ring round. 
Here crystal waters wind in devious way, 
While dai-k-eyed cherubs court their rippling play. 
Here smiles a bower, by nature darkly wove, 
The sacred haunt of sympathy and love ; 
While all around unhumber'd beauties cling, 
And. soothing, pleasing retrospections bring. 

Lo, where yon. pialace rises from the shade. 
With l)eauty thronged beneath its colonnade ; 
A gorgeous pile, magnificently gay. 
Where cooling breezes fan the hours away ; 
And all tiie splendors taste or art can know, 
Within its courtly halls in grandeur glow ; 
Where all the comforts age or pain wQuld share. 
Anticipation meets with anxious care ; 
No luxury so rare but finds a place 
Upon the board that daily festals grace ; 
19 
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A scene of splendor, varying day by day, 
To cheer the drooping and amuse the gay,* 
While one long round of pleasures ever new. 
In fairy smiles each moment mi^ets our view. 
'Tis moonlight, and her gentle beams 
Fall softly here in silver streams ; 
' While ever and anon she shrouds 
Behind yon pile of fleecy clouds. 
As here and there a gKmmering istar, 
Seems following in her track afar; 
Till, as the burning gems unfold, 
They stud the dome of heaven with gold. 
See o'er the landscape, chequering through the trees. 
Whose graceful foliage waves ben^eath the breeze, 
Yon forms a&real in the.b;rilliant ball, , 
Like sylphs of air, their light, loose shadows fall. 
In mazy wildness now they gliding float, 
Footing sweet musiq ta eac|i new-bom rjote. 
And now in rapture's giddy whirl Hiey fly. 
While sparks ecstatic light each radiant eye, 
And angel whispers as they glide along. 
Breathed from the heart, makes eloquent the tongue. 

Heard you those notes of melody so rare, 
In cadence varying on the purple air i 
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Now softly undulating on the ear, 
Now warblihg wildly, now distinct and clear, 
Till the wrapt strains o'er all the feelings play, 
And in one gush jof music, die away. 

Long may refinement court Ay rosy bowers, 
Thy healinoj virtues, and thy wildwood flowers ; 
And may the nymph for whom these strains arise, 
Mark thy warm glowing beauties as they rise. 
May her light bark float on through Tempe's vales, 
While gentle zephyrs fan its silken sails, 
Till safely moor'd beyond a sea of fears, 
Where bliss perennial smiles o'er countless years. 



THE END. 
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